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CATHERINE OF SIENA 
ACT I. Scene 1. 

At Siena. Time : Beginning of May, 1376. Cather- 
ine's bedroom in the Benincasa house. Catherine 
has been ill some months. Alessa is taking away 
her breakfast things through Catherine's first speech. 

Someone [at the door whispering to Alessa, who also 
speaks low] 

The Mother Catherine is there ? 

Alessa 

Yes, yes. 
But sees no one as yet. Too early far. 

[Alessa shuts the door] 
Catherine 

Alessa, draw that curtain from the dawn. 

I like not this close shuttering out the day. 

Fain would I watch it flood the duomo walls 

With colours as of shadow lying on snow. 

Hast thou not marked them there, how they do weave 

A pensive tender counterfeit of th' East, 

Amber and hyacinth, pale rose and green, 

As if in sweet compassion for poor me, 

Who cannot tread the ways to find the East, 

But must abide shut here ; as if they brought 

Even within the city walls, for me, 

A meadow full of spring. So do I dream. 

I did not think to see the young year come. 
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Alessa 
This dawn eludes you, Mother. Look, it's day, 

[Alessa draws the curtain and the duotno is seen 
through the window, and the sunlight, golden 
outside still, floods the room] 
And has been these three hours. You've slept right well, 
Your mother says. "Thy Mother Catherine 
Needs sleep," she says : "Even while she was a child 
She needed much, much sleep." 

Catherine [laughing] 

Much sleep, indeed ! 
Why ! she would have me sleep my life away ! 
And now, my letters, are you ready, sweet ? — 
Alessa, have you breakfasted ? 
Alessa 

Yes, yes. 
Your mother feasted me while you yet slept. 
She's one who brings the home-needs to this house 
As the broad river bears them to the town, 
Accepted, unacknowledged, unobserved. 

Catherine [smiling] 
She justifies the Marthas of this world. 
What voice is that, as bubbling and as fresh 
As Fonte Branda's on this morning air ? 
'Tis Cecca's, Cecca's surely, coming thence ? 
Hers can I loose not from the fountain's note 
When both are mingled. 

Alessa [looking out of the window, laughing] 
Mischievous Cecca. Yes. 
She brings a woodful of fresh flowers for you, 
And sways beneath them like a woodman's cart 
O'erloaded with bis wood. Too much is aye 
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Not yet enough for our impenitent nun. 
White broom ! great foamy waves, white seas of broom, 
A whole, heaped, snow-peaked mountain range of broom 
Advances up the street and stops pat here ! 

Catherine 
Too much is aye not yet enough for you, 
My famous desperado of big words. 
First we receive the flowers. And then must write — 
Those words are like a sigh that breathes out here. 
Oh, child, I am a coward, would have peace. 
And as my mother says, sleep, sleep. But no ! 
The letters, child. Avignon, Florence, Rome, 
And Visconti of Milan, bane of earth. 
If I knocked hard on his steel crust, think'st thou, 
That down, deep in, his soul might hear an echo. 
In shame withdraw from warring against the Church? 
I plead with both sides, so I fear do seem 
Little consistent, but what else to do 
When wrong meets wrong, for one cloistered as I ? 
If letters would but speak as my soul speaks, 
Have fire, enflame, consume, not merely be 
Cold parchment and a dumb black scrawl 
That holds my soul, but holds it shut away. 
I dream my letters, child. This force must blind 

[Touching her breast] 
That other of wild wars — God's strength through me. 

[Cecca enters] 

Ah, Cecca ! 

Cecca 
Mother Catherine, sweet, great news. 
Catherine 
Sweeter than these sweet flowers ? 
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Cecca 

Yes, sweeter far. 
I saw a pilgrim coming by the road 
That wings the hills from Florence. Where the broom 
Grows by the white stone bridge — I always think 
It is the bush aflame with God ; the bridge 
His path of silver He descended by — 
Close there, when gathering these I saw him first ; 
A staid brown bunch upon a sleepy mule. 
Slow-pacing down the winding road he came, 
First seen in silhouette, and then full round, 
Till by the bush of gold he greeted me : 
Now, Mother, can you guess who it must be ? 

Catherine 
No, daughter, though indeed I have my hope. 

Cecca 
Oh, he rejoiced to feed his eyes once more 
On grave Siena with her hundred towers, 
High on the hill and happy as bird in air, 
Like a sweet blooming of our mother rock 
Where it is nearest heaven. His joy through-warmed 
His eyes and brimmed them. Soon to you he comes 
When he has freshed himself and fed his mule 
After his journey o'er these tedious hills. 

Catherine 
Who is thy mystery of mysteries ? 

Cecca 
Fra Raymond, the Beloved of Capua. 
He has come back across the barrier hills 
That fortress Italy from angry France, 
Has touched at Florence, conned the tumult there, 
Brings news of it, and cooling draughts of strength 
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From the great rock Avignon, where he saw — 
Oh, think— the Holy Father — so returns 
All radiant with His blessing on his brow. 

Catherine 
God grant he brings good news. I do rejoice 
That he should come just now when everywhere 
Tumult and peace conflict and no one knows, 
For all their thinking, if the right thing be 
Tumult or no. How looks he, harbinger ? 

Cecca 
As solid as a giant melon plump 
In the olive-field, and twinkling, too, as when 
The sun does twerk its placid, golden sides. 

Catherine 
He brings good news then. Sure he brings good news. 
These flowers shall make a nosegay for him. Hark, 
What laughter at the outer door. 

Alessa [looking out of the window] 
He's here 
Already. Stephen, Lapa, all at once 
Hang round like grapes upon a mulberry 
And cluster welcomes on him. 

[Cecca runs to the door and opens it. Enter 
Fra Raymond] 

Catherine 

Raymond, Father, 
Your coming's grateful as the swifts of dawn. 

[Alessa and Cecca go out] 
Raymond 
Truth, I arrived but now just as they fell 
In a great avalanche of wings and sound 
From heaven, where men do say sometimes they poise 
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The whole night long, returning with the morning ; 
And as I rode up through the saffron air 
I thought, sure is Siena rock-born rose 
Of all the world. Then hastened I to you, 
Heart of the rose. 

Catherine [laughing] 
Oh, Raymond, with what speed 
You've learnt the capturing speech that courtiers use, 
And so, so short your sojourn at the Court ! 

Raymond 
I use true words sprung from their natural earth 
That grows them here. But you have been 
A long while ill ? 

Catherine 
Since you did leave us, Son. 

Raymond 
And now comes May. A long and weary time. 
They say that you are better. Is it so ? 

Catherine 
Who should be ill when there is work to do ? 
But tell me — great's your news ! You must be stuffed 
With news as onions for the table ! You 
Have seen the Holy Father ? 

Raymond 

Yes, I saw 
Him, gave your letters, Daughter. There he lives 
In his great Palace of the Domes uplift 
And frowning from its majesty of rock, 
In such a splendour as I dreamed not of. 

Catherine 
My letters moved him ? 
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Raymond 

Deeply, Daughter, so 
It seemed, and yet, not to quick action, not 
To the great deed that weighs and settles all. 

Catherine 
Father, I had believed your news was good. 

Raymond 
My child, it is but half news. All's to do. 
Your friends of Florence point the needful way. 
They would implore you, when that noble Lord 
The Soderini, People's Captain, comes 
In deputation from the Eight of War, 
You grant what he shall pray. 

Catherine 

Will he come here ? 

Raymond 
Already he is stationed in the town. 

Catherine [impulsively and eagerly] 
Has Florence won her peace ? 

Raymond 

Alas, no. No, 
Since Florence first rebelled against the Church, 
And trumpeted defiance to the Court, 
She has not known despair like this despair. 

reverend Mother, when I am alone 

The thoughts buzz on me like the flies at noon ; 

1 think ; and then I pity Florence. She is 
Not all to blame, not much. I see a net 
That creeps upon her through the ruthless seas, 
She struggling to slip out to freer waters ; 

It closes on her and within is death. 
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Look what has happened. She has starved three years, 

Each season being worse than was the last, 

And this late summer she has watched her corn, 

Counting each separate blade that pierced the earth, 

Jealous to shade it from the bitter sun, 

Praying for rain, then anguished by a flood. 

Tis grown. The bread is there. But scarce enough 

To feed the waiting folk that toiled for it. 

Then came the Papal legates, reverend sirs ! 

Catherine 
Oh, father, even you speak irony. 

Raymond 
Yes. Bid their soldiers reap the ripe-grown corn, 
Send it to far Livorno, Genova, 
There to make rich these guardians of the poor, 
To fat the shepherd while the poor sheep starve. 
And when the loyal city, maddened, tears 
Loyalty to patches for the wind and cries : 
" Down with the priests, long live our liberty — " 
Come excommunication, ruin, shame. 
No city may send food to doomed Florence, 
No corn, or wine or wood. The people throng 
The houseroofs, watch with wearied, hard dismay 
The long white road wind empty to the valley. 
No merchant trains bloom in the mountain rifts 
Like sudden bursts of spring, nor sow their dust 
With jewels rolling sunlit to the plain ; 
No cavalcades now awe the bare brown hills 
With rainbows of bright broidery and gold. 
All gone ! Florence is shut within herself 
For lifting her proud shouldeis 'gainst the yoke ; 
And for the bustle of the market place 
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There falls, faint-footed as the snow, as cold, 
A whispering silence. 

Catherine 
Oh, alas ; alas ! 

Raymond 
No comfort of the Blessed Sacrament 
For those who die, and none for those who live. 
Her tower that is a lily and her dome 
That is a rose, wake joy no more in men 
Who one time knew their fragrance and grew pure 
In it. Arno is dead ; the magic march 
Of barges, bronze-gold in the evening sun, 
Pale primrose in the morning air, quite stilled. 
They float upon the waters by the quays. 
Those sails I loved to see dance out betimes 
To the tune of Angelus in fairy troops 
Of saffron, sapphire, rose, now sleep and dream 
Upon the winds of morning, and their cords 
Do beat with idle waiting on their masts, 
Until the bridges shoot at fall of dusk 
Their long black arrows on the quivering stream 
And fold them deep in dark. I watched them there 
Even as the wan and hungry people watch 
The whole long, vacant day. 
No busy lights upon the waters leap 
When draws the sun her glowing crimson home. 
The river is as idle and as dark 
As all the folk are idle and most dark. 
I wept when I did see it ; for pity. Mother. 

Catherine 
The nations now refuse to trade with them ? 
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Raymond 
The curse of the great Viceroy of God 
Rests on their head. 

Catherine 
They cannot trade with them. 
Oh, why did they not hold from violence! 

Raymond 

How 
Could they ? The Church is violent with them, ravins 
Where it should care, bids : " Work, nor ask for life." 
Could you but see it, Mother, as I saw, 
You would be moved, and stir these sovereign souls 
Who think their lordship lies in loud commands 
And chessboard movements of the human pawns 
To sorrow and subservience, not to joy. 
Could they but hear you, Mother ! 

Catherine 

Would they care, 
My Raymond, think you ? I have flung my soul 
All burning passionate to the Priest of priests, 
And he cares not, you say, but still sleeps on 
As winter wood, rain-wet, brought from the fields 
Sleeps on the sullen hearth, unkindled, grey. 
And yet, my friend, I know it in my heart, 
If he would leave the luxury of France 
And come to be the strength of Italy, 
Be sovereign himself, not parcel away 
His crown to those who are one loud demand, 
These tumults of the people soon would cease. 
Justice they want, which is the mother of Peace, 
And he alone can give them justice, he 
Alone. 
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Raymond 
Tis so. 

Catherine 
He does not understand. 
He does not see. So far away he cannot. 
And here his babes do piteously grieve, 
And turn, like the tortured, on their torturers. 
And on the innocent, too. Oh, Raymond, I 
Have heard they even turn on Him, the Christ, 
Deny His power, their faith in Him, because 
His priests have doled them out hunger for bread. 
Men say they took Certosa's prior, and mocked him 
And even watched with glee the angry dogs 
That ate his broken flesh. That is not true. 

Raymond 
Ah yes, sweet reverend Mother, it is true. 
He helped the legates in their robberies. 

Catherine 
The Viceroy of God's sworn priests of God ! 
I see it — deepest sorrow heaped on sorrow, — 
The hope of good is dying in men's hearts. 
That is the darkest treachery of all 
To take the kindling watchwords of the world 
And call men with them but betrayingly, 
Till they are powerless as the sodden ash 
To enflame men's souls anew. These priests did so. 

Raymond 
Yes, they did so. And yet, my Daughter, yet 
When I'm alone and thinking, — then I think 
It is but Florence groping for the good 
That makes her hate the trothless church and cry : 
" Viva la Liberia ! " 
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Catherine 
She still speaks so ? 
Raymond 
She still speaks so. 

Catherine 

Then is her faith not dead. 
Faith is the seed of onward-moving states. 
I could not bear our lovely Florence dead. 
I wrote to her, be patient and be strong, 
Go to Avignon, show our Father there 
Your withered hands and penuried, thrawn life. 
Go not in pride, but in humility. 
Raymond 

Oh, Mother they 
Have been. 

Catherine 
And peace has not yet come ? 
Raymond 

Not come. 
Catherine 
O grief on grief ! Will this thing never end ? 
Went they in peace ? With gentleness of peace 
Laid in their hands ? 

Raymond 
Yes, Barbadori went. 
Catherine 
A spirit like the sweet wind from the south. 

Raymond 
As Captain of the People spoke he ; with 
Him, envoys of the soberer rebels' choice. 
For Florence would be moderate enough 
If but her rulers let her breathe and live. 
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Catherine 
I know it . . . 

Raymond 
They went to Avignon, bowed knee 
Before the Holy Father in his state, 
And there did plead his legates were not men, 
But hawks that use their vantage-gift of wing 
To glimpse the weaker bird and fatten on it. 
Good men, they said, resist their evil lords. 
If then, they said, these rule, upheld by thee, 
We must proclaim the Roman Church unjust ; 
But if these come, as we in faith believe, 
By thee unsanctioned, self-upraised to power, 
Then should these lords be punished, not their slaves 
The Holy Father's anger lifted while 
Great Barbadori spoke. Hast ever heard 
Him, Mother ? [Catherine shakes her head] 

His Tuscan tongue wells up as pure 
As the first throstle of the dawn breaking 
The night. I heard him quiet the rabble once ; 
A magic voice. But Gregory had pledged 
His promise to the Cardinals of France 
To speak not to these deputies till they — 
The Cardinals — had voted their own will. 
Yet was the Holy Father so deep wrought 
He gave his instant word that Florence should 
Have governors anew, more fit and wise, 
Nor should the legates rule there any more. 

Catherine 
The Sovereign Father of the Church is just ! 

Raymond 
But after three days more all this was changed ! 
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Catherine 
Was changed ! What could there be to change ? 

Raymond 

Ah, much, 
It seemed to the great Cardinals of France. 
The Cardinals from Italy . . . 

Catherine 

Say there 
I bore good fruit . . . 

Raymond 

Stood for a peace with her. 

But they were three, three out of twenty-seven, 

The 'whelming flood from France. Florence was called 

To the Consistory once more to stand 

For judgment, and, o'er-ruled, His Holiness 

Laid once again his interdict on her, 

Most savage strokes lashed on her head and front ; 

And peace was none ; war was again declared. 

Catherine 
O miserable Prince. You crucify 
Afresh the risen Lord. And Barbadori, 
What said he ? 

Raymond 
He stood awhile in silence, as the great oak 
That once made music of the mountain-winds 
And, fallen now, is dumb, so fallen still 
Was he. Then saw he where the Blessed Christ 
Hung on the Crucifix beside the wall. 
He laid his hand upon Him, cried to Him : 
O thou Who didst bring mercy to the world, 
And justice, which is love grown general, 
We, deputies of Florence, from the unjust 
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Pronouncement of Thy Vicar, make appeal. 
Be thou our helper and our constant shield, 
And we will take Thee for our only King. 

Catherine 
It was well spoken, as the noble speak. 
O Father, all my work is broken and gone, 
Turned in an instant to a foolish smoke. 
They conquer — the black evils of the world. 
What skills a woman, barring with her arms, 
A hurdle to hold back the bounding sea ! 

Raymond 
Daughter, your work meseems is scarce conceived. 
What you begin to-day shall shine, I trust, 
A star-deed thro' the ages, down the years, 
Guiding our race to where great peace is born. 
Go as ambassador to Avignon, 
The Florentine Republic sends for you ; 
Brave Soderini comes, is even here, 
Holds the United Signory's sworn seals 
And letters that the senators have drawn 
Appointing you an ultimate deputy, 
The last excelling excellence, to plead 
Their poor shamed cause. Your letters have had power 
With Gregory ; they know it and believe 
How much the more your presence will mature 
His mercy to full fruit, to scattering seed 
Of justice, joy and truth. 

Catherine 

No, Father, no. 
He heeds not me. He scorns the peasant voice 
Of Tuscany, the woman's poor frail words, 
That beat upon him like the blows of gnats, 
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Unheeded by him, hammer-strokes to me. 

And he who hearkens not to Barbadori 

Lends ear no more to Catherine Benincasa. 

Before that public dignity of France 

I should appear upon the herald's proud 

Proclaim, as if there came a strayed brown rabbit 

Across their marble floors. 

Raymond 

No, Daughter, you 
Have that within yourself that moveth men 
As spring calls up the blossom-bearing sap. 
They bade me plead their passionate desire, 
Speak from their faith to yours, and urge you not 
Forget the sufferers' cry. . . . 

Catherine 

Forget ! Who can 
Forget when every day and every hour 
Fresh bitter stirring news crowds in on me ? 
No, I remember, as a woman will. 
But woman am I, still the secret nun, 
Or one who would be secret, though the world 
Surges, I confess, unto my uttermost bay. 
Setting myself so further in the front 
Of pomp and pageantry, I should not prove 
An aid to Florence, but should bring their grief 
Down to a jest to shake the walls of France 
With ribaldry. You often told me, too, 
When in confession you admonished me, 
A woman should be secretly at home, — 
So say our customs and our daily ways, — 
Not wander to an ordering of the world 
She was not bred to. Wandering is for men, 
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That are they shapen for, as women for 

The daily charities, individual cares 

Their homely duties throw upon their hands. 

Raymond [at solemn pause] 
That is so, Daughter, always has been so. 
And sweet the household power of women is. 
True, there are many who have blamed your ways 
And found in them a stumbling-block to grace. 
Myself had need to tell you what they say — 
How you forget the woman's humbler path 
And are forever out from house to house, 
Away from home, a gad-about, they say. 

Catherine [laughing a little] 
And France is further than my furthest wing. 

Raymond 
Yes, France is far for woman's journeying. 
It is most strange, this ciiss-cross war of right : 
Like a house-window, one time it is black, 
But let the sun but touch it, it becomes 
The first great evening star. So acts by you, 
Most black in others, oft seemed herald-deeds. 
Where comes the wise, just pause ? I am perplexed. 
The Signory of Florence had forgot 
That you were woman, seeking but a soul 
More rare than Barbadori's to move France, 
One white of flame as he, whose tongue could add 
The clarion to his flute. And such an one 
Were you they thought, and so indeed thought I. 
But we were wrong. In sooth, we had forgot. 
So be it. You go not. Yet they will grieve. 
The folk of Florence. None the less, 'tis true 
There has been murmuring of late, unwise, 
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But natural in those whose lives are ruled 

By expectations sure as day and night, 

All fixed on you, a rattling-round of tongues. 

And 'tis my task to keep you stainless pure 

Of all such smutchings. Is it not so, my child ? 

Nor should we set a stone upon the road 

The weak must tread, but guide our venturous feet 

To suit their stumbling ways, nor cloud their minds 

With breaking of the old, plain-written rules. 

Catherine 
You think not, Father ? Not in a cause as great, 
As paramount as this ? 

Raymond 
I fear not. 
Hot in the faith of the wounded Florentines 
I did o'erlook these murmurings of home. 
You, rightly, bring them to my memory. 

Catherine 
You " fear" not. Hence all fear. 
Who acts by fear is but a slave enchained. 
O Father, Father, comes there not a time 
When we should put all rule of conduct by 
And go where the loud wind calls us, where each sun 
Stepping with golden majesty on earth, 
Each moon, new risen to mark a month gone by, 
Bids us with trumpet-voice, when each flower blames 
With sweet grave eyes upraised reproachfully, 
Because we still find reasons for delay, 
And every bird sings of the music we 
Might make, put we but fearing by? Comes there 
Not such a time ? 



act i CATHERINE OF SIENA 21 

Raymond 
I know not, Daughter. Fear — 
There's fear of God, and fear of human mocking. 
These rules of life are like the hedgerows' line 
That keeps the unwary traveller from the fields 
Where unused feet go straying, till they find 
No path that leads them home. Your woman's strength 
Is prayer. Pray then alone in peace, quiet in 
Your cell with your sweet woman's secrecy. 

Catherine [starting up] 
And yet there is the cry, there is the cry, 
A shout from all the suffering to my soul. 
No, Father, I rebel, no, I rebel 
'Gainst your decree ; it falls like doom on me — 
The same fierce net that Florence travails in. 
I see these senseless leagues with self for king, 
These war-rent states, they leave me not in peace. 
And, Father, there's a passion in my soul 
Does call me, call me, endlessly does call me, 
Shakes all my being, urges in my veins, 
Stirs me as would the crying of a child, 
Caught in the waters of a broken weir 
And tangled to its end, calls me to help, 
My Father, and I hold myself. 
Raymond 
My child, you did not tell me of the cry. 

Catherine 
Father, because I knew not what it meant 
Till your net fell on me. But then I knew. 
Where'er I am I hear that bidding voice, 
From all the suffering land of Italy, 
From all the future of the world to be, 
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In the stone streets of known Siena, in 

The loneliness and sweetness of my cell — 

There loudest, rushing seas of sound on me — • 

Here in the shadow of San Domenico, 

Where the Christ my childhood knew still looks on me, 

There in the foreign towns of stranger-speech 

And stranger-chapels, unfamiliar saints, 

That one strong cry still calls aloud to me, 

A summoning bell rung ever in my heart, 

Trembles in my pulse, grows stronger, still more strong, 

And when at last it takes my being, thrills 

My body as the singer the lute-string, 

Till all of me is one in sound with it, 

Then must I follow where it calls, Father, 

Then is my soul its soul. 

Raymond 

The call is God, 
My Daughter, as I think. 

Catherine 

Then am I God's 
Own bride, possessed of God, and bearing child 
For Him. I have His gift, as earth the rich 
Rose almond branch that hails the wealth of spring. 

Raymond 
You know what your Confessor knows not of. 

Catherine 
And now, beloved of the adverse speech, 
Raymond, Confessor, Friend, He calls thro' you, 
The voice of sorrow, — oh, I come, I come. 
I will forget that I am woman, nun, 
Even as the Signory forgot. — Raymond, 
Here can we move the Pontiff of our Church 
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No whit at all, sojourned in safe Siena. 

The saints of God should be where tumults are. 

He sways to the merest breath that breathes on him, 

And we must move him, we should nearer be, 

Immediate as these jugglers with the truth, 

These prelate-mongers, who receive their cure 

In service-fee from jewelled peacock dames. 

We vowed ones should o'erwhelm Avignon's court. 

Cluster the Pope as bees protect their queen, 

Not fear defilement, draw our skirts aside. 

The rather let our habit force its way, 

Be banner-wise a herald for our king, 

And passions fresh as lilies of the field 

Crowd out these weeds. For the poor sake of Florence, 

For the poor timorous world, O Raymond, pray 

That I may move the Vicar of God on earth 

As this force trembles all my body and soul. 

[Alessa enters] 
Alessa 
The Signor Soderini, Gonfalonier of Justice and 
envoy from the free Republic of great Florence, would 
have audience with you, Reverend Mother. 

Catherine 
Let him come in. 

Curtain 

ACT I. Scene 2. 

The Piazza della Signoria, Florence. A crowd of citizens. 
Other citizens rush in and join the group. 
First Citizen 
Catherine of Siena comes. They say she comes. 
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Second Citizen 
She's hard by at the Southern Roman gate; 
With her a host like multitudinous spring ; 
Neri Landoccio, he who writes for her, 
Who cannot write, poor maid ; Stephen Maconi, 
Raymond of Capua, a host besides ; 
Three of the Mantellate, sweet-faced nuns. 

Third Citizen 
Then Soderini's won, and we shall be 
Right glad once more. Oreste, she has come. 
Catherine of Siena's come. Florence is saved. 

Fourth Citizen 
Wake the rich banners from the Bargell towers, 
Ring out the bells their very gladdest peal, 
Fill the parched air with music. Cover these stones 
With flowers. No stones of Florence must despite 
Her gentle feet, but cyclamens, the soft 
Rose carpet of the hillside forest floor, 
And violets mingling purple with their rose. 

Third Citizen 
And lilies and acacia. 

Second Citizen 
And the long 
Mauve grape-like blooms of the wistaria. 
It sunset-clouds my home. 

Third Citizen 

And golden rain. 

First Citizen 
And broom as white as she. . . . Oh, they shall bathe 
Her feet with seas of fragrant bloom, make white 
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And rose her paths as orchards after wind, 
The stones of Florence shall be hid from her. 

[Some go out to fetch flowers. Fifth and 
Sixth Citizens enter] 
Fifth Citizen 
Oh, do you hear she's come ? 

Sixth Citizen 

Who ? Not ... ? 
Fifth Citizen 

Yes, she. 
The Blest Plebeian. Blessed Catherine, 
The Daughter of the Dyer of Siena. 

Sixth Citizen 
I've bought his purples oft. No purples equal them. 

Fifth Citizen 
Hark ! There the bells begin — oh, ring, shout, ring 
The first time for ten months. 
A Child 
Mother, may we have honey-cakes for supper ? 
Now she has come may we have honey-cakes ? 
Mother 
Sir, have you seen the reverend Mother, Catherine ? 

Sixth Citizen 
No. 

Fifth Citizen 
He has seen Siena. 

Mother 
What is Siena like? 

Child 
Is it made of gold ? 

Mother 
No, child. Be quiet. You talk too much. 
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Child 
I only wanted to know if Siena was made of gold. 
Heaven's made of gold. Is Siena . . . ? 

Third Citizen [still murmuring] 
Florence is saved. 

Fourth Citizen [returning with flowers] 
Here is the red rose and the sweet white sloe 
To run along the Loggia balustrade. 

Second Citizen [with wistaria] 
My boat sails with the January olives. 
I thought to lose the value of them all. 

Third Citizen 
And mine with cloth of gold for England — such 
Grand cloth it is ! You never saw such cloth ! 
Bordered with broidery of pomegranates 
And rich Olympian birds with peacocks' tails 
Sown thick with lapis lazuli, their eyes 
Of rubies ; and they strut beneath dark trees 
In velvet dyed as the larkspur blue of night, 
And fruited with great lemon globes in gold. 
Child 
Mother, mayn't we have honey-cakes to-night ? We 
haven't had honey-cakes for oh ! years and years and 
years . . . Mother, mayn't we .... ? 

[The Mother is utterly absorbed in what some 
Citizens are telling of Catherine] 
Sixth Citizen 
And when she goes upstairs to her own cell where she 
communes with God, she does not climb the steps one 
by one as we must, she is lifted, so I have heard, as 
if it were upon an invisible cloth from Heaven, straight 
from the bottom to the top. 
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[Enter a Wandering Minstrel] 

Minstrel 

Arno was dead and Arno lives again. 

Wake, perilous city, trembling on the verge, 

Ring, bells, I greet you, magic bells. 

You cannot ring as loud as sings my heart. 

[He takes up the child and kisses her rapturously, 
shows her his zither, and then sings, the 
crowd listening] 

Fill the wild air, you freedom-loving bells, 
You little belfries chatter, big bells boom, 

Let loose your flocks of doves, 

Be our twenty million loves 
To cluster her, sweet saviour of our home. 
Greet Catherine. She is coming. She is come. 

Fill the wild air, ye music laden winds, 
With petals from the apple and the plum ; 

Strew their flying white and rose, 

Strew their lovely dancing snows, 
Soft winds, no more be dumb, 
The peace of our sweet city now is come. 

Fill the glad air, sweet multitude of bells, 
With sound as of the bees' continual hum, 

Be lulled as the wind lulls the cherry, 

Be jocund, loud and merry, 
O be no longer dumb, 
The splendour of our city now is come. 
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Fill the wide sea, you rose and amber ships, 
Dance out and spread your rainbow on the main ; 

Sail out to the radiant East, 

Decked in flowers as for a feast, 
Bearing gold and silks and grain ; 
Arno was dead and Arno lives again. 

Ring thro' the listening air, O magic bells, 
Your tune is sweet as after drought comes rain, 
Be oboe, clarion, flute, 
O be no longer mute, 
Ring out and ring amain; 
Florence was dead and Florence lives again. 

[Enter another Crowd, hurrahing loudly, to join 
the first Crowd. In the middle of it 
Catherine, with Soderini, Raymond, 
Neri, Alessa, and two other Mantel- 
late. Catherine greets the people gaily 
and lets some kiss her hand] 
Catherine 
Oh, my little ones, do not crowd too much, my 
children. 

All 
Huzza, Catherine. Hurrah. 

A Woman 
Reverend Mother, would I might kiss your feet. 

Another 
I, too, your little feet that bear you on good errands 
everywhere. 

Another 
The sun of the sweet Christ shine on you. 
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Another 
Our flowers greet you, Mother. Do you find them 
beautiful ? 

Catherine 
Yes, very beautiful. 

[They say among themselves, in happy con- 
gratulation : "She thinks them beautiful. 
She thinks them beautiful "] 
A Man 
Catherine. 

Another 
Catherine, Angel come among us. 

A Girl 
Mother, just touch me, Mother. 

A Man 
Release us, Reverend Mother, conquer for us. 

Fourth Citizen 
The bells bless you, Mother. 

[The Crowd follows her to the door o/Soderini's 
house and two Children are left] 
Child [to the other child] 
Mother says we shall have honey-cakes for 
supper. 

Curtain 



ACT II. Scene 1. 

The Hall of the Consistory at Avignon. Enter Madame 
Cecile des Baux and a Courtier just back from 
the Wars. 

First Courtier 
The Cardinal-Prince of Jugie need but hear 
These facts made proud by your most potent lips 
And Madam, straight, his own swift wit will seize 
My cause to be his own. 

Cecile 
Messire, I ever note you Lords who come 
Hot from the camps do overrate the power 
The weaponless soft woman wields i' th' world. 

First Courtier 
Lady, I measure by the heart's quick beat. 
Madame Cecile des Baux has but to lift 
Her flower-blue eyes in wooing to her Lord 
And, thick as untamed forests of tall pines, 
A host of men are ranged for my command. 

Cecile 
Oh, la ! my Lord, do I conceive so quick ? 
Mary protect me ! So you plead, my Lord, 
Another batch of spears to make wrong right 
And multiply the ploughshares of the earth. 
'Tis men's chief argument that aye returns 
As punctual as the sun — more arms, forsooth, 
That sleepiness of peace may come. Why should 
I grieve at wars ? Why try to end them ? Plunge 
My hand i' th' pot you men set at the boil. 
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I' faith, I have forgot who wars with whom ! — 

The Visconti against the Papacy ; 

Then Vico of Viterbo and the brave 

Albornoz sent by us to scotch his pride — 

They set to partners, sire, in this mad dance — 

The Cardinal Robert of Geneva too, 

Who wills his pack of Breton wolves shall lift 

O'er Florence the proud banner of the Pope, 

For honour of our Lady and the Church ! 

Honouring them, of course, he claps the bay 

Upon his own dark brows. That's not designed — 

Sink then the thought — coincidence, no more ! 

There, Lord, a few who rail round Italy ! 

England 'gainst France, Bohemia 'gainst the North ; 

The multitude outweighs a woman's wit. 

Why should my Cardinal be plagued with them ? 

First Courtier 
You will not plead then ? 

Cecile 

No, Messire, not I. 

First Courtier 
If but my cause had liked you, you would breathe 
More dulcet breath, I warrant. 
Cecile 

Hey, Messire ? 
Yes, but of course. If my bed's hard, I seek 
Another bed. Who chooses the poor straw 
When he can have brocade and triple down ? 
Not I ! Yet would I do it for new pearls. 
Alas ! There is a frailty ! Even here ! 
Of pearls I'm short. I had forgot, indeed. 
But now — take heart, great Sir — I have remembered ! 



32 CATHERINE OF SIENA act ii 

They should strew round the skirt of my new gown, 
Not merely cluster at the bodice here. 
You understand ? 

First Courtier [delighted] 
Madame, I understand. 
[Enter Briande d'AGOUT, Enemonde de 
Bourbon, Elys de Turenne, other 
Courtiers, and Jongleurs. The first 
Courtier salutes these in turn, as 
Madame Cecile des Baux names them, and 
then the newcomers troop off to one side, 
talking] 

Cecile 
Heigho ! Here comes release as mercy wills. 
When darkest glooms the night, the day's at hand. 
Fair ladies for you, starved sir of the camps : 
Madame Briande d'Agout, and her two warblers, 
Whom she does keep aye keyed to artist pitch — 
They somewhat weary me; And Enemonde 
De Bourbon ; Monna Elys de Turenne, 
The new-made wife our Pontiff's nephew late 
Brought home with him. 

First Courtier 

The Vicomte de Turenne 
Should be the Lord of Florence, is't not so ? 

Cecile 
Will be when Cardinal Robert runs his flag 
Up on the Bargell Tower. Already she 
Does pant in family hate of Florence, dons 
Their feuds as throbbingly as she puts on 
Her wedding gowns, a pretty, silly piece 
Of foolishness. You're welcome, ladies. Here 
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Is one forgets his duties to us dames, 
Loading us up with puzzles of the State. 

Elys 
You come from Paris ? 

First Courtier 

Straight, Monna Elys. 
Elys 
Then we forgive you, Sir. That sombre king ! 
Paris has lost the art of gaiety. 
His audience rooms are draped in black, they say. 

First Courtier 
I saw it not. 

Elys 
You saw it not ? 'Tis so. 
[Enter Pierre d'Amely] 
Briande [somewhat irritated, to one of the Jongleurs] 
Francois, ere the Consistory, I beg 
Fill up the time. Amuse us, or we die. 
Ladies, to-night he crowns my dance's queen 
With praise of music. Should he test it now ? 
Messire Pierre d'Amely, what say you ? 
d'Amely 
I say, rehearse, rehearse. You're honoured indeed, 
Sir, to sing before the Lily of Pontiffs, who is a judge 
superb. But indulgent, youthful Sir, tender, kind as 
the Pastor of pastors must be. Yet wills he perfect- 
ness. So rehearse, Sir. Dream yourself before him 
and the garland of the Court. The common lights of 
day depress you perhaps ? Then but conjure up the 
wizardry of imagination. Imagine the gold night. 

These ladies are the torches, we the dark that 
they illume. 
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Francois [sings] 
White as the lily, more than the rose deep rose, 

Shining as rubies of the Orient, 
Watching your beauty which no other owes, 
Whiter than lilies, more than the rose deep rose, 
My heart to gladness leaps and naming glows 

Till all its life in love's sweet law is spent, 
White as the lily, more than the rose deep rose, 

Shining as rubies of the Orient. 
Briande 
Success, ma mie ! You have this time carved out 
The jewelled best. Though for myself, i'faith, 

[bteaks into a ribald little laugh] 
Indeed I like not love's sweet law too white. 
" More than the rose deep rose " delights me more. 

Cecile 
A most domestic song, by Mother Mary. 
d'Amely 

Domestic it is not. You wrong it, Monna Cecile. 
And yet it is domestic. " Domestic " is good. Now, by 
the Cardinal's gilded ortolans, it is a most divine 
delight of a sweet song. Domestic, by'r lady ! " More 
than the rose deep rose "—there's a pretty phrase; a 
phrase to ponder on moonlit eves. Zzz yes, a phrase 
indeed ... a clever phrase. The Cardinal of Jugie 
loves a phrase. Does he not, Monna Cecile ? How 
goes it with him to-day ? 

Cecile 

Right well, Messire. When first he opened his eyes, 
thinking for the comfort of all courtiers as is his wont, 
he dropped these words : "I am right well." 
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Elys [to First Courtier] 
My Lord, you're travelled. Know 3'ou ought at all 
of Catherine of Siena who comes here ? 

First Courtier 
Madame, I come from France, not Italy. 

Elys 
Yes, Italy sends priests, not courtiers, true. 
These frocked, they're locusts on our land, brave Lord. 
You ever in the warring field of late 
Know not the new influx from Italy. 
We're eaten up with import heresies. 
Now here there comes this nun, her life e'en more 
Emaciate than theirs, this magpie maid — 
For she can talk, they say, oh ! she can talk — 
Thinking to make our jewel of the world 
A city of abnegations, desert too. 

d'Amely 
And if she wins all this will have an end, 
At least, the general voice will have it so. 

Elys 
The general voice ! Since when did we bray forth 
The general voice ! They name her " Popolana," 
"The Blest Plebeian "—" Daughter of the People"— 
Always the People. How I hate the people. 
Rank swine who love their hovels and their rags 
And scramble for them as they were of worth ! 

d'Amely 
The Pearl of Pontiffs drinks her letters in 
Like wine, the Caidinal drops it to me. He 
Is pleased sometimes to talk — you know he has 
Access. Her speech is powerful, they say. 
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Elys 
They say ! They say ! Are we slaves to " they say " ? 

First Courtier 
Most lovely lady, what they say indeed 
Grows sometimes into monstrous things they do. 

Elys 
Turenne cares not a sol what things they do ! 

Enemonde 
How shall we treat her ? 

Cecile 
La ! observe her not. 
'Tis but our notice makes these peasants great. 

First Courtier 
She comes as deputy from Florence, full 
Accredited and honoured by decree : 
Great Soderini, Prior of the Arts 
And Captain of the People, heralds her 
And swears she will prevail. 

Cecile [laughs insinuatingly] 
Madonna, how 
Has she prevailed with him ? 
Briande 

A prince, I hear, 
Of subtle mind. 

d'Amely 
Indeed, subtle enough, 
Though for the worldly judgment that makes men 
He's nought. At last here come the heralds. Good. 
Now can we to the matter. It is said 
T'will be a full Consistory. 

Briande 

Who pleads ? 
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d'Amely 
Some courtiers from Bruges, where England meets 
The legates of His Holiness — about 
Some matter — I know not — of taxes, fiefs, 
Or maybe it is heresies. Maybe, 
I know not. Or once more, in tedium of 
Perpetual cavilling, they're loaded with 
The eternal rage of England against France. 
I'faith, I know not. And the dyer's girl. 
Mad Catherine Benincasa of Siena. 

Cecile 
He grants her audience in the gathered gaze 
Of all the Court ? 

d'Amely 
I hear so. So I hear. 
Cecile 
Marry, I almost pity her. 

Enemonde 
And I. 
[Their speech is interrupted by the heralds' 
trumpets. Enter the Cardinals, Jugie 
and Lagery among them. They are an- 
nounced. The Lords and Ladies mal-e 
obeisance to them] 
Cecile [to Cardinal Jugie] 
My Lord, what news of this affair of Florence ? 
Atop of expectation we all wait ? 

Jugie 
We count the League she leads 'gainst Holy Church 
As on the edge of breaking. In two months 
The cities will creep back by one and one 
Where they should be, under its sovereignty. 
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Lagery 
Though all the dusky maids of Italy 
Weep at his knees, His Holiness moves not. 

[The heralds' trumpets announce the Pope. As 
soon as he is seated] 
A Herald 
Let the Ambassador from His Most Gracious Majesty 
of England come into the Court. 

[The Ambassador comes forward and kneels to 
kiss the Pope's hand] 
Gregory 
Say this to thy august but all too wild 
And passionate Majesty — I would see peace 
Between him and his gentle Grace of France, 
Not truce alone but end of truce and war ; 
Nor do we brook his aid to Italy, 
Sheltering those whom we excommunicate, 
Tender as though they were his martyred sons. 
Commerce with them sets our command at naught. 
I bid it cease, though they be e'er so much 
The kings of merchandise. 

Ambassador 

Most Holy Father, 
Great gains we have from trade with Italy. 
To end it is to harm us, innocent, too. 

Gregory 
Do trade and gain and grasping-in of wealth 
Niche higher than obedience to the Church ? 
Leave Florence, the rebellious child, unchid, 
And so unguided to right ways, because 
Rich England thereby loses ? No, my son. 
I hold undimmed the honour of the Church. 
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Tell thy great England in all worldly things 

He may obey the law that is the world's ; 

In things that touch the Church my word is paramount. 

Ambassador 
I take thy message, but I fear my King, — 
His passionate proud will. He sets his house 
With gold as late the sun adorns the hill, 
And gathers glories from the utmost seas, 
Which none gives like to Florence. 
Gregory 

I have said, 
And for his double deed of right would send 
A double blessing if he plays but true. 

[Exit Ambassador] 
Herald 
Catherine Benincasa, Daughter of Giacomo of Siena, 
Ambassador from the Signory of Florence, come into 
the Court. 

[Catherine enters with Raymond, Alessa, 
Neri. She kisses Gregory's hand, 
receives his blessing and then steps down to 
the foot of the dais. Raymond, Alessa, 
Neri also receive the Pope's blessing, 
and then take their place in attendance 
behind Catherine] 
Gregory 
Catherine, dear Daughter in the Christ, 
Your letters like your own true presence came 
Till I believe well-nigh that I have seen 
You, heard you talking ere this day, 
And having made a friend of you long since, 
Now welcome you as friend. 
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Catherine 

I thank thee, Father, 
For thy sweet words, and I will speak as friend 
Unto a friend. 

Father, I come not as ambassador 
But as forerunner of ambassadors, 
A courier to unbolt the gate they fain 
Would pass. Yet am I deputy of Florence, 
And they have with a full authority 
Empowered me and vowed the peace I make 
Shall straightway, in glad welcome, sure be theirs. 
The ambassadors do follow on my path 
In shorter time than the green chronicle 
Of a man's passing thro' the morning grass 
Shall, with the drying of the dew, be lost. 
The Eight of War, the city's sovereign power 
That is but as a rock to echo back 
The people's voice, were chosen to make war 
Because thy peace crushed heavier than the sword. 
Then hate — I know and grieve — slow creeping hate 
That war spawns in a sullen secrecy, 
Burrowed their souls thro' as rats burrow earth, 
Till their whole being became a labyrinth 
Of wrangling impulses that seize for choice 
On rage, suspicions, spites, all trothless things. 
They loved their rage more than they loved their sons, 
More than they loved their peace-demanding God. 
But all hate, monster-like, eats up itself. 
They tire of hating, turn to lovely things 
With hearts that yearn for all things lovely ; and 
The Eight of War collect the general voice, 
Blend it as oboe, dulcimer and flute 
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Are, diverse, in a noble music one'd. 

Love is their need, and peace the banner of love. 

So be thy peace but bearable, but such 

As a brave country, hating shackles more 

Than they love ease, can bear, they will have peace. 

But a forced pact, that merely stays the sword, 

Leaving the misery of war, the famine, 

The brute oppression of loud hectoring force, 

Power granted to the pitiless alone : 

That they endure not, that they can't endure. 

Gregory 

What is their grief ? 

I hear a riot of contradictory tongues 

And see a mob who know not what they ask 

Nor what they need. They cry for justice, peace, 

And freedom, — all unmeaning, tinselled words, 

If not translated into law and rule; 

And they will have no law. Their bandied shouts 

Resolve not into sense of corporate act, 

Are but mere rage to have no soul knows what ! 

Catherine 

Thy law and rule are not for them alone — 
That is their meaning when they cry for peace. 
I would that I might speak with thee alone, 
Not 'mid the untruth of these pagan shows 
But in the silence of some simple place 
Where thy divine could meet mine face to face. 
Yet here, if thou wilt have it so, I speak, 
And with the love that is both lion and lamb. 
Father I have no boldness of my own, 
Yet have I boldness, inblown like the breath 
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That fills the organ pipe by the most musical, 

Exquisite hand of God. I have no pride, 

Yet am I proud indeed, proud as sweet Mary 

When she bore the Christ. 

I am no maid of poor Siena but 

The great trumpet voice of the exultant Lord. 

So come I not to plead, I come to bid. 

Father, remember those most bitter words, 

" Call again, thy God — perchance He sleepeth, 

Or peradventure he is hunting on 

The hills, therefore he hears thee not." So do 

My people call, and find their God a Baal, 

Who from the heedless rushing of his wheels 

Flings at them stones for bread. Rouse then thy soul 

That slumbers in indulgence and forgets 

The splendour of its task divinely given. 

To labour for great ends is happiness ; 

Makes pain of vision a life-long of heavens. 

Then shirk not vision. Seen have I dried men, 

Dull as the soil, skins parched to leather brown, 

Whose eyes were like dead stones fixed upon stones, 

Scratching the ignoble earth to get their bread. 

'Twould seem they have a right to bread themselves. 

But no ! These Cardinals, these princes who 

Hold power from thee, who batten on thee as wasps 

Suck out the juices of a plum, they think 

Not so ! Labour's a round and he who labours 

Does feed on labour too ! Then " What portend 

These cries ? " — " What is their misery " ? — 

Father, I bid thee see these husks of men, 

Who have no hope wherein they may descry 

The sweet Divine, who have no hermit-time, 
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So hard they labour but to win the strength 

To labour more, re-slave their chained selves ; 

Whose whole compound of knowledge is but need, 

Need that doth hold the mastery of the brain, 

Black need that makes them ravening hulks, not men. 

Whose heaven is but their hunger satisfied. 

Labour is lovely, when 'tis freely given, 

But not this labour, which leaves men enslaved 

To self and self-absorbed, too anxious for 

Each moment's grip on life to compass kindness. 

And I have seen, with vision of my heart 

Alone, the sun that should be in them, gold 

Irradiance lifting them as inward light 

Poises the angels' forms around the Throne. 

That have I seen with vision of my heart alone. 

It was thy gift to light the radiance there 

And teach them grow divine for the Divine. 

But ah ! " Perchance he sleepeth or is forth 

A-hunting gone ! " The truth shall scorch thee. Come, 

Start quick from thy torpidity. Be judge. 

O miserable man who shrinks to see 

The evil he has done lest he must ache 

To put it right. Thrice miserable thou 

Who art not man but God regent on earth. 

[Gregory is silent, and Catherine waits, but 
as he does not speak, she continues] 

They sin, I grant they sin ; but thou, oh, thou ! 
Thro' these, thy devils, eaters of life and love, 
Make black the God, that His face, thy face, Son — 
Shows thro' their mazed darkness like to sin. 
They turn away as righteous men may turn. 
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Know their sin thine, then grows forgiveness easy, 
So forgive. 

[Gregory still does not speak, and there are 
murmurs of indignation from the Court] 
Cecile 
The people, still the people ! Cuckoo note ! 
How tiresome it becomes. 

d'Amely 
I'd have her whipped. 

Enemonde 

She must be mad, poor soul. 
d'Amely 
Such madness should be whipped. I'd have her whipped. 

Elys 
I fear the lightnings of His Holiness' wrath. 
How stern he is, how great ! When he does speak . . . 
[Gregory is still silent and brooding] 
Catherine 
On one condition did I take this charge, 
Which they have pledged me on the gonfalon 
That blazons out the honour of their state — 
To brood no more upon their ancient wrongs, 
But wash their minds' remembrance clean as babes' ; 
So do thou, Father, take their morning souls 
And give new life to found their memory in. 

Gregory 
What can I say ? Here is the Damascene road 
And I the stricken Paul, and I must think 
To deal out policy ! Pursue me, ay, 
Pursue me, soul of heaven, I shall be caught 
At last. 
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Catherine 
Shut not the gate on thy good angel 
O my beloved, most unhappy Son. 

Gregory [struggling to speak] 
My Daughter . . . 

Catherine 
My Father, I am waiting. I believe 
In thee. 

Gregory. 
You touch the buried Gregory, 
And like a Lazarus from the dead he comes 
Out from the tomb. [Rising] Why sit I here en- 
throned ? 
Let me come down and stand with common men. 
There I should be. 

[He leaves the throne, then turns at the foot of 
the steps] 
Now sit thou there, invisible great King. 
Catherine, what says the Holy Ghost now come 
Indwelling in the midst of us ? 
Catherine 

Sweet Son, 
That all the wars are over : that the slaughter 
Of loved flesh to dower the Church is finished 
Utterly ; that all its lands are all men's, 
Its kingdom in the hearts of men is won. 
Father, I see God radiant in thy seat. 

[Catherine falls on her knees in ecstasy] 
Look at the beaming of His glorious face, 
Look how He reaches out His welcoming hands. 
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O courteous Majesty, I come, I come, 

Bringing my sheaves all ripe bound up for Thee. 

[Gregory and Raymond, Neri and Alessa 
make the sign of the Cross towards the throne. 
Elys sinks to her knees sobbing hysterically] 

Catherine [rising and turning with radiant 
face to Gregory] 

Did He not promise, where but two or three 

Are met together loving in My name, 

There am I, Love, born in the midst of them ? 

Dost thou not feel the burning of His love ? 

Thou seest, my Son, how quick He gives His hand, 

How all His waiting Being urges " Come." 

So must thou be, so must thou flame, my Son 

Sudden to meet the first repentant word. . . . 

Gregory [speaks failingly] 

Catherine. . . . [turns to the throne]. Great Spirit, give 

me words. O strange 
How I am lost, not uplift on that Throne. 
Is that my greatness, merely that great seat ? . . . 
Daughter, our peace you shall prepare, you sole, 
Between Avignon and the Signory. 
So do I give you proof how with whole heart 
I do desire the end of this dark strife, 
And when I shall have gained a mood more fit 
For these affairs of state, then will I speak 
With you what rulers she shall have, what new 
Decrees I can set forth shall better show 
Our love and need of her. The honour of 
The Church I leave to you. 
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Catherine [her face full of joy] 

I thank thee, Father, 
And when thou art alone in thy closed room 
Remember how the King of Love sat there 
In love for thee, my little Son, O great 
And troubled soul. 

[Exit Gregory at the back of the throne. Cather- 
ine, Raymond, Neri, Alessa, go out 
through the throng of courtiers by the door 
through which they have entered. Silence an 
instant] 
Elys [frightened, to First Courtier] 
Is anyone there, think' st thou ? 

Second Courtier 
Not now, blest be the gods, that she is gone. 

d'Amely 
I'd have her whipped, troubling the Gem of Pontiffs 
To such bewilderment. 

Briande 

O marry ! Peace ! 
You whirligig of words. 

d'Amely 
By Jupiter, 
It is the lash she merits. By my dame, 
Would I could wield it with my own right hand. 

Cecile 
I'faith, she's very plain. 

Elys 
Sure she saw something on the Father's throne. 
I like not these rapt maids whose eyes see ghosts. 
I hope she comes no more. 
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JUGIE 

'Twas but a trick. 
She's cleverer than I took her for, perdie. 

Lagery 
Well ! trick or no, she wins o'er him. That's all 
That touches us. 

JUGIE 

One thing indeed grows plain. 
She must ship back to her own Italy. 
He must remain, so they keep poles apart. 
We'll have no visioning here. Grand nom de Dieu, 
These flaming women are of all the worst. 
Elys [recovering her spirits] 

Reverend, we're both come down from Eve. 

We did not make ourselves, poor dames, then blame 
Us not for all the mischief that we cause. 

Jugie 
'Twill not be often that we have a cause 
For this way blaming thee. 
Elys 

The dyer's chit 
Has stung your Eminence. She's stronger than 

1 dreamed. 

[Exeunt All but the two Cardinals] 
Lagery 
His soul slops over at a piteous tale 
As luscious fruit from an o'ernlled bowl. 

Jugie 
To counter him would serve us little. But 
One thing I've marked and set my thought upon. 
He is as simple as a barefoot maid 
Who knows no travel but the journeying stream's, 
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And what he sees he takes to be the truth. 

We must give welcome to this dyer's girl — 

Though it hits hard to leash our dignity 

For these new whims of his ; we must move so 

To stop their flood, or it will reach our necks. 

No enmity between our course and hers, 

But furtherance — for seeming — and a wise 

Weighing of reasons for it and against, 

The sum, against. So ravish him once more 

To poise of sanity. Come. We will plan 

Our course of action ere his gets a-gait. [Exeunt] 

A Jongleur [strolls across, singing] 
I turn to my beloved as the flowers turn to the sun 

Gold, gold, thro' the green leaves falling — 
I run to my beloved as the freshet's waters run 

Sweet, sweet, thio' the woodland calling — 
I sing for my beloved as the wren sings o'er the dew 

When the morning yet is new, 

When the young light yet is new. 
I turn to my beloved as the flowers turn to the sun. . . 

[Exit] 
Curtain 



ACT II. Scene 2. 

Gregory with a Courtier enters one of the passage rooms 
of the palace. On a white marble table are set out 
some jewels richly carved. 

Courtier 

Here are the Roman jewels just shipped home. 

Your Holiness desired to look at them. 
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We found them in the dust of Nero's house, 

Upon the marble fountain-ring that still 

Awaits the coming of imperial feet 

Coming no more. Perchance Poppcea dropped 

Them from her breasts all warm, and the sweet flood 

That flowed from Tempe cooled them for evermore. 

Here should they rest. This cold, white marble wears 

Them magically as she wore. 

Gregory 

Let them 
Remain. I will peruse them, when the time 
Allows it, as their wonder should command. 

[Exit Courtier] 

[Gregory picks up a jewel, but does not look at 
it. Enter his father, the Count de 
Beaufort Turenne] 

Count 

What is it, Son ? 
You move about the Court these last two days 
Like a mused poet brooding o'er new songs, 
And all do wonder at you, and are silent 
Although the question's on their tongue, which I, 
Your father, only dare speak out in words. 
What is it holds you so ? Some foolish, new 
Catastrophe from catastrophic Florence ? — 
Leave them alone to brood a better mood. 
Not the wild words of their god-raptured maid 
Who speaks as if the rules of peasant homes 
Could pilot states — child's babble settling up 
Accounts of kings. That would become you little. 
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Gregory 
Her letters moved me as the moon moves seas, 
Slow calling up the surge, which answers slow — 
But this, this storm of calling, this hard hail 
Lashing my deep, beggars me, rouses me, 
Uplifts heaven high, then plunges me below 
The worlds I knew. I am a tumult, great 
Wave swallowing wave ; I am one great desire 
For greatness, for the annulling of my meanness, 
Long with one passioning to wash out the world, 
And re-create another, yet no further 
Than my fixed, ancient shore can I push on. 
Is it not strange, this grand deceit of power 
Which can persuade the will, not do the act ? 
What is to do ? Which way to move ? I know 
not. 

Count 
Son, great acts of state are not conceived 
In one short hour. They need long pondering. 

Gregory 
Those fearful words of hers do haunt me still 
All day and night. My face is sin. My Court 
Grows fat upon the stolen life and joy 
Due unto others. And my mastering rule 
Makes black the God who chose me from all men 
To herald His clear shining. She spoke true. 
So I have found my hell this side of death. 
Most others wait for dying, find their shame 
When for an awful instant they see God. 
But I have found it here. 
Why has the strange Half-Artist of the world, 
Who flung me down the tangle of His work, 
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Not given me the mountain strength to achieve 
The bidden perfection ? I am but a mist 
That seems to build an everlasting hill 
And makes instead a wandering, empty cloud, 
Which whoso trusts for foothold finds a pit. 
These traps, intrigues that mesh me in, she sees 
Them not, but with one passioning of her wing, 
She leaves them conquered. While I must beat 
Against them, beat against them. 
Count 

Nay, my Son, 
You speak beneath yourself ; as if you were 
A prisoner, not a king, whereas you stand 
The greatest of the kings, a king o'er kings. 

Gregory 
Speak not of kings. I weary of being king. 
I would I were a simple gentleman 
Who could be leisurely at home among 
His books, unburdened with the problem load 
Of wrangling states, which could live out their lives 
Untroubled, unafraid, did greed not urge 
Them on to the last wrath of suicide. 
Weak kings can abdicate but not so I. 
Here am I set, here must remain, and still 
Endure the guilt of great things left for years 
Still, still undone. 

Count 
Nay, you have done great things, 
Things to stand still and wonder at. 

Gregory 
Oh, I have lost . . . great things, things to stand still 
And wonder at ! Lands, kingdoms, sovereignties. 
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I could recite them from the first bird's peep 

To the last cooing of the sleepy dove ! — 

Bologna, Narni, Pisa by its blue 

Stone-tranquil seas ; sweet Lucca too which she 

Had wooed and held for me ; Ortl, Forll, 

Orvieto on its world-o'er-topping rock, 

Sweet Terni in its wren's nest 'mong the reeds, 

Perugia, Foligno, — all are gone. 

Soft Rimini remains alone still true, 

And weakling Rome. Both stay for feebleness, 

Not in the brave nobility of faith. 

Ah yes ! I've done great things, world-shattering things. 

— Why have I lost them ? Can you tell me ? She, 

The little daughter of Siena, she 

Can tell. 

Count 
What new fantastic grief is this ? 
In the great seasonal floods emperors, i'faith, 
Have lost their crowns, and found them soon again. 

Gregory [completely self-absorbed] 
I would that I had vision, could but see 
As Catherine sees, live on the wide-viewed hills 
Above the world, be great, ah but one hour 
Of life, be great. My God ! Could I but stretch 
My minute of beholding back and forth 
To embrace all that is gone and all to come, 
So in one search of vision, see the wide 
Gold Ever of Eternity, I might 
Then overtop the evil and the good 
And see that good is all, then would my faith 
Be strong as hers is strong, my power create 
The vision I had seen. 
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Count 
To see life so, one must be fool or God — 
These metaphysic subtleties impress, 
Are meet for the schools, but from my son to me — 
No, no, speak as a man, not as a priest 
Who must delude the herd ! 

Gregory 
I speak now, never more, but as a man. 

Count 
Then speak in like sort as you are, a prince 
Of men. Such as we are can overboard 
With lies, know what we teach is half truth fit 
For the unlettered numbskulls of the lanes, 
Nor need deduce despondence from their creeds. 

Gregory 
Would I were free of that most base deceit ! 

Count 
Listen, my Son. Take counsel from an old 
Experienced man, who loves you, being your father. 
Who treats the world as good, acts like a mouse 
And in a trap does end his trusting days. 
Beware of trusting. 'Tis most meet for saints 
Who long to close their life in martyrdom ; 
For men who would guide kingdoms to great ends, 
'Tis highest folly. Keep then wide awake 
The wisdom you are heir to. Yield not so 
To starts of sentiment ; but ever walk 
Upon your predecessors' plain broad road. 

[Gregory does not reply. His father goes to 
him, places his hand on his shoulder 
affectionately and says, half smiling and 
tenderly, chuckling at the end] 
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Courage, my Son, you are be-Catherined. 

A malady that's rife in Italy. 

'Twill pass. To different men a different syren, 

So it seems. 

[Gregory winces ; is left alone and sorrowjul. 
Absent-mindedly he takes up one of the 
Roman jewels, and smiles with pleasure at 
its beauty] 

Gregory 
Would 1 were dumb and still as thou. Thou too 
Art great, great by the measure of the years 
Remembering thee, and thy wrought aureoled worth ; 
Thy history lived and honoured in thy end. 
Worthy — that humble thing — I would be worthy. 

[Enter Jugie] 
Jugie 
Your Holiness, these English will not cease 
Their trade with Florence. I have spoken with 
Their deputy from Bruges, and I did urge 
The paramountcy that is due to thee 
As to his God. He heeds not. Where there's scent 
Of money, these keen English dogs break leash 
As if it were as soft as women's silks. 
The spirit's wealth goes by. He bows, 
And looks about the room, shuffles at pause, 
Admires the beauty of the bronze that holds 
The conch of your new fountain up, — in sum 
He purports not to honour your decree. 
Florence keeps still some trade to conquer by. 

Gregory 
Now, by the Rood, they shall obey or shall 
Be broken. Must I bear this flouting game 
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That robs the Church's honour ? God ! Am I 
To excommunicate the whole wide world ? 

Jugie 
Edward of England has a stubborn soul. 
Strike a great flood of water with the sword, 
It breaks the sword ! 

Gregory 
And is his flood so great 
It snaps the weapon of the holy Church ? 
No, strength for strength, mine wins. 
Jugie 

It should be so. 
The honour of the Church demands it so. 
Forget it not in thy — permit me, Sire, 
Forgive me, — all too hasty clemency. 
Make us not victim of thy weakening moods. 

Gregory 
When I forget I am the Church's hold 
Upon the world of souls, then let me lose 
The fields of heaven ! [Pause] 

And yet ! O toil of world ! — 
Great Cardinal, I long, I long for peace, 
I weary of this surge of will on will. 

Jugie 
So do we all, your Holiness. But peace 
That's but an abdication of our just 
And overtopping sovereignty of men 
Is but a weak surrender of the Keys 

To heretic and treacherous tyranny 

Make us not victim of your weakening moods. 

[Exit Jugie. Gregory left alone. A Page 
announces : Catherine Benincasa] 
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Gregory 

Are you not bold, a maiden and so slight, 
Who know beyond Siena's close-hemmed walls 
Nought but the changes of the punctual fields, 
To set your will 'gainst my considered will ? 

Catherine 

Father, the blood of martyrs boils and calls 
To boldness living men. Oh it has stained 
This poor black robe with burning stains of red, 
And they command me, will not let me be. 
Forgive me, Father, I am at thy feet, 
And I would die if but my blood could so 
Beckon to thee. 

Gregory 

I see the ills you speak of, 
See them and more, ay, many more, than these. 
And I have striven against them all the long 
And angry years. You know that. But there's here 
Complexity indeed you dream not of. 

Catherine 

Justice is simple when no love of self 

Bewilders the white road he marches on. 

Who loves himself corrects so tepidly 

That he is chained by fears and nothing's done, 

And vice gains but a new immunity. 

I saw nuns dancing in the street last night 

Like any wanton women of the town. 

Gregory 
Ay, that may be. 
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Catherine 
I saw great cardinals 
Sit by their whores in coaches rich with gold, 
Driving to banquet in the Hall of Domes. 

Gregory 
They are but men. I chose them not. Must I 
Unfrock the whole Consistory and Court ? 

Catherine 
Ay, Father. — Choose good men to govern by. 

Gregory 
Where are the good ? 

Catherine 

The good find out the good. 

Gregory 
I have reformed abuses numberless, 
Given up my rights to kings, abandoned what 
Stirred wrath between my children in the Christ 
And me ; but for my giving they demand 
More giving, ever more, till the great Church 
Stands widowed of her strength, and heresies 
Choke her to death. Where can I turn ? Great wrongs 
Take giant strides. I watch aghast, weary 
And powerless. 

Catherine 
Powerless of worldly power 
She lives again a resurrected Christ. 

Gregory 
My Daughter, I would have you lead me here ; 
For in these things of Florence I do feel 
A lost man wandering in a pathless wood 
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And fain would catch some golden sunset gleam 
That to this haunted shade would herald me 
The western gate. 

Catherine 
Our watching Father knew 
And so sent me. 

Gregory 
What now would you I do ? 
Catherine 
Recall the Cardinal Robert and his hordes. 

Gregory 
Before the pledged ambassadors have come? 

Catherine 
Yea, Father. Say, " Look, children, peace ; 'tis peace. 

Gregory 
I will recall him. But are you sure they come ? 
I have strange news, strange doubtful news indeed. 
Have you not thought, how your frail, trustful youth 
May be cajoled by these sleek Florentines, 
Whose subtle minds have practised long the bland 
Deceits that make the interplay of states. 
I fear you are deceived. Candour is oft 
Deceived. 

Catherine [smiling] 
Maybe, maybe. 

Gregory 

Believe me, they 
But act as hypocrites. The legates will 
Not come, but, thro' you, juggle with the time 
And search out some new means to slip their dues 
To me, their sovereign lord. 
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Catherine [smiling] 

What thou dost say 
Of God, I must believe, but what of men, — ah no ! 
Did I not see them all in love with peace, 
The numbing grip of war loosed from their souls ? 
They call not back that hand. Oh they will come. 
And I shall die of joy, shall die of joy. 

Gregory 
And if they come not ? 

Catherine 

Believe me, they will come. 
Curtain 



ACT II. Scene 3. 

The Consistory. Cardinals, Lords and Ladies. 

Lagery 
And so the Ambassadors have come at last, 
After two months ! 

Jugie 
Faith ! It betokens no 
Great urge to seize on peace while it is hot 
In the fires their rapt forerunner kindled. 
Lagery 

True, 
They've lost by their delays, — how much, that's for 
The hour to prove. His Holiness has cooled 
Somewhat since she first came. 
Jugie 

And since they taxed 
The clergy with a new and double load. 
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It much intrigues me to behold what mood 
They come in at long last. The Eight of War 
Can have no itch for peace, for peace is but 
Their long quietus and an unwept grave. 
Here come the conquering hosts. 

[Enter Catherine, Raymond, Neri, Alessa] 
Catherine 

Raymond, you were always half i' th' tomb. 
The storms delayed them, they had need to ford 
A thousand rivers that should be plain roads, 
So we shall hear. Did I not say they came ? 

Jugie 
No doubt already they have greeted you 
Swift on their coming, reverend Mother. 
Catherine 

No. 
They came here straight. Is it not right to seize 
The first, first hour after so long delay ? 

Jugie 
Maybe ; and yet their duty was to you. 

Cecile [To Raymond] 
Our day of triumph, Father. I say 'our.' 
Perchance it sounds presumption but forgive 
If it seems so. How I have longed since first 

1 saw the Holy Mother's face, to be 

But one of you, the humblest and the least, 
Might I be one of you. 

Raymond [smiling benignantly] 
'Tis easy. You but take our faith, our joy 
Of poverty and love and you are ours ! 

[Catherine remains unmoved by this, turned 
away] 
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Cecile 
The Holy Mother, how serene she looks, 
So calm, exulting not in victory. 
She is removed from all the little joys 
We of the earth do feel. It must be hard 
To sweep out earthiness. How did you do 
It, Father ? 

Raymond 
By prayer, and by a deep desire. 
[The heralds' trumpets blow. Enter the Pope. 
He takes his seat] 
Gregory 
The legates should at once present themselves. 
Our councils are all set. Needs no delay. 
The Court gives welcome, warmly, at long last. 

Jugie [To LageryJ 
Now do you hear our cue, my Cardinal. 

Herald 
Most noble envoys from the Signory 
Of the most honoured city Florence, come 
Into the Court. 

[Enter the Ambassadors] 
Gregory 
Good Signors, you are welcome. Quick to the matter. 

Ambassadors' Spokesman 
From the most proud Republic are we come, 
Whose towers touch heaven beside great Arno's shore, 
Greeting the sun with more fanfare of gold 
Than he will find thro' all his journeying days ; 
Whose wharves drop gold upon rich Arno's flood, 
As other cities rose leaves or wild weeds ; 
City of princes, victories, and powers, 



act ii CATHERINE OF SIENA 63 

Whose wealth flows out in largesse to the world. 
She has opposed thee, most high Holiness, 
Not for a love of wrangling nor for hate, 
But for thy legates seek to lord o'er her, 
Cross her proud spirit as they'd lash a slave. 
And now 'tis finished. She does add this word 
To those now past, that if thou wilt not grant 
The rights due unto her, she will enforce 
Them by her wealth and most majestical, 
Unconquerable arms, go her proud way 
To splendour of new life or helpless doom. 

Gregory 
But her . . . you have forgotten her. She stands 
Holding the mercy she has won for you. 
She waits, as I wait, for quite other words. 

Spokesman 
She, Catherine ? We have nought to do with her. 

Gregory 
Nought ? Yet was she your own ambassador ! 

Spokesman 
Sent by a weakling Senate just ere came 
Their candle-snuffer's swift and final pinch. 
Those half men passed as waverers do pass. 
We have no charge to echo forth a woman. 
Our power deals straight with Power. 

Gregory 

If Power wills. 
And I will not. Back to your currish Florence. 
When she can keep her Senate thro' two months, 
Remember her high-called ones, I'll treat 
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With her ; else, in the need of food more fit, 
Let her eat the dust. 

[Gregory turns to go out in anger. The Envoys 
are nonplussed. Catherine falls on her 

knees'] 

Catherine 

Father, forget me. 
O I am less than nothing. Peace is all. 
The old hates, Lords, my Father, are behind, 
Hold them the impossible. Cling to one thought, 
Thy little ones shall suffer no, no more. 
That is the end, that is enough, the bourn 
And element of all. No, no, no wars. 
Meet them like God, all unrelenting love. 
You, Lords, come as you pledged me by all troths, 
Ready as children to believe in love ; 
Chain men no more in war, the last dark ball 
Of Death shot to the heart of good in men. 
Most gentle Son, the good forget their wrongs, 
Else would their memories sunken be in load 
Of lasting hate. O lift your eyes, O lift 
Your eyes unto the hills whence comes the choir 
Of angels wing on wing. Bring them to earth, 
And set them singing, singing in your hearts. 

Gregory 
Catherine, you are the cup of their good will. 
If they fling you aside . . . Signors, you mock 
Our dignity and state of judgment. How 
Can I make pact with you, who tear the pact 
Pledged with this very symbol of straight faith ? 

[The Ambassadors are silent] 
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Catherine [To Gregory] 
Must you then have a victim ? O take me. 

Gregory 
You will not yield ? Then must the great dark come. 

[Exit Gregory] 
Catherine 
It is for nothing, for the little Sir 
And Sir of empty ceremonial. [To the Envoys] 

Oh, 
I'd won the peace of Florence. Know you not 
I bore the sanctions of the Eight of War ? 
O recognise me, I plead, I beg 
You recognise me. 

[The Ambassadors turn away from her and 
sweep out of the audience chamber. Cath- 
erine remains where she is and bursts into 
tears. The assembly goes out and leaves 
her and her followers alone] 
Jugie [going out, to Lagery] 
We've won, my Lord. Blest be the ambassadors. 
They fight for us, i' faith, brave rascal souls. 

Curtain 



ACT III. Scene 1. 

In Catherine's private room. Catherine is lying on a 
couch, sleeping the sleep of one utterly tired. She 
wakes in a distressed and bewildered way. Then sits 
suddenly upright. Enter Raymond as she speaks. 

Catherine 
Back, sleep. Oh, I will sleep no more. 
There's horror in sleep. 

Raymond 
What is it, Daughter ? 

Catherine 

I'll 
Not speak of it. As I do speak of it, 
'Tis there, vision of death. . . . 

Raymond 

Where did you go, 
When with no word you left the audience room, 
So sudden you went from us like a ghost ? 

Catherine 
Where did I go ? I sought the Holy Father 
And found him in the Chapel of the Domes. 
I begged he would ignore the claims I had 
And settle all with them, the chosen ones 
Of Florence. He would not. 

Raymond 

You followed him ! 
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Catherine 
His obduracy joins with theirs, as hard. 
They stay like two bulls shocked and peace is lost. 
The angels might breathe murmurings of flutes, 
They would not hear ; they would not hear though Christ's 
Own herald music held the air. 

Raymond 

My child, 
We must have patience. 

Catherine 

And while we're patient here, 
Children are dying there in Florence. Oh ! 
Such dying, tearing of breast from breast, is not 
God's will, though His own Vicar bids the deed. 
When I came back from the Consistory 
I was so tired I fell asleep. And I 
Did dream a dream which grips me like a hand 
Hard on my brain. O shuddering, as I speak, 
Its horror haunting horror comes again. 
It gripped upon me like the leap of death, 
A dream like the mad hound on the poor doe. 
I dreamt I stood alone in a great hall, 
Vast as a forest, pillared as with pines 
Whose tops were lost in fathomless deep air ; 
And, Father, it was dark and sometimes still, 
And other times a weird wind wandered thro' 
The columned aisles, and murmured, throbbed, and 

sighed, 
But grew not ever loud, like the strange hum 
Of frosty winter airs in bare hedgerows, 
Mournful as if the grief of the whole world 
Were crying there. I had one hope, one aim, 
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To find the end of that unending hall. 
It seemed that I had groped in it for years, 
And sometimes found a paling of the dark. 
And ran towards it, but to find the gleam 
Illusion and a hope grown slowly dim. 
And with the darkening of the gleam again 
The sealike murmur of the unmoving wind 
Grew louder and more definite to hear, — 
Globed itself almost to the sound of words — 
And from the tumult in my straining ears, 
There seemed to disentangle out one word, 
Unbearable as the lone drop of water 
In a still solitude, — " Woe, woe," I heard, 
Half hearing in a swoon. And sometimes too 
The breathing burden of air became a sigh 
From human lips, and like the stir of autumn 
In dead leaves, the rustle of human garments swept 
Me by. And I would run toward that sound, 
Hands stretched in pleading for a kind release 
From that sheer loneliness ; an instant I 
Would see a human form unreal as cloud 
Haunting the darkness too, yet moving ever 
From me, ever from me. The pillars bruised 
Me in my running and the wind laughed with 
The shrieking of wild weather in old elms, 
And then I fell, tripped by my own sad haste, 
Crying : " Leave me not here alone; come, come." 
The phantom always vanished, turned not even 
Its head, and there swept back the silence and 
The darkness, deeper still. And then I knew, 
They saw me not, heard not, longed for the welding 
Of the heart in heart as I, but in that hall 
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Found no one, were as cabined in, more lone, 
More isolate than one sole man lost on 
A ship, in unknown seas. I knew the hall 
Was unfaith and I felt the solitude 
Unutterable of sin. 

Raymond 
It is most strange, 
My Daughter. 

Catherine 
How have I fallen short in faith ? 
I seek an answer as in the dream I sought 
A friend and find none, find none. 
Oh, men must learn it in their hearts there is 
No loneliness like the loneliness of sin. 

Raymond 
You have not sinned, or no more than the shadow 
Of a birdwing on your breast. 

Catherine 

I must have sinned, 
So to have dreamed. Can men do devil's work, 
Believing that it is the work of God ? 

Raymond 
No, Daughter; no, my child. — We must go home, 
Siena troubles not like this. 

Catherine 

Go home 
Unvictoried, our work all lost? 

Raymond 

My Daughter, 
The light comes. Wait but a little and the light 
Must come. — Are you not always your own light 
To your own dark ? To all our dark ? 
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Since the Consistory my world is changed, 

Grown still and strange, expectant. I believe 

Since the Consistory, when all your work 

Was shamed, no less in you, — the more ! and we 

Are on the eve of new commands, new roads, 

More sun-drenched with diviner victory 

Than seemed the old. There is a deep 

And brooding darkness wraps me round, and I 

Await some coming still unseen. — Catherine, 

You will recall those nights when the full moon 

Should flood her pure blue lake thro' all the earth, 

But the deep fabric of unending cloud 

Smothers her shining : when each several thing 

A concentration is of darkling air, 

And great elms are like swarms of dark, still bees 

Gathered for sleeping, breathless dumb, as if 

The secret throb of time itself were stopped ; 

When even a hare that slips from hedge to hedge 

Across the hidden road is, for a breath, 

A curling wave of dark, and each tree, hill 

Or bush of broom, each hunched and sleeping herd 

Is on the velvet night a deeper night, 

A clustered dark amid attenuate dark, 

Because the brilliance of the moon is hid. 

Often, when on a pilgrimage, my mule 

And I have lived and moved, it seemed alone, 

In such a tranced expectancy of night, 

Craving the white wash-in of the great moon. 

And then it comes : 

First, a suffused awakening of earth, 

A little merry breath among the trees, 

A stirring and a murmur and a sigh. 
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Half held, of joy ; then, sudden, breathless, back 

The cloudy curtain falls, and the gold radiance 

Illumines the whole world. So I feel now. 

Catherine, I call thee. Thy Confessor bids 

Thee shed abroad the wonder of thy mind. 

What is to come ? 

Catherine [slowly and with difficulty, as if awakening to 

the solution] 
The Covenant should be on the Ark of God, 
Where all men seek it, in the heart of Rome. 
We fought the lesser victory and lost ; 
Gregory must gain the greater o'er himself. 
Who tries to win but half, he loses all. 
So we, half-hearted servants, full of fear, 
Tried for the peace of Florence, not the world's. 
There was my sin — the timid plucking at new days. 
I see. My dream's dark is illumined. I 
Have found the friend, one gate to open more 
That bars the journey to the feet of God : 
Gregory must go to Rome. Why did we try 
The lesser, Father, when the great roadway 
Of the whole world called ? 

Curtain 



ACT III. Scene 2. 

Gregory in one of the great halls where he gives his 
private audiences. Catherine comes to him. 

Gregory 
You have my message ? So you leave us not ? 
Not yet, dear Daughter ; I still need your help, 
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Shall need it still long years after your voice 
Is gone from us. 

Catherine 
I leave not yet. 
Gregory 

Tis well. 
I still have hope for Florence, and repent 
I was so harsh when you, the most wronged, nay, 
The only wronged, still could forbear, forget. 
To bear a blow at one's own pride is hard, 
But harder still it is to bear the blow 
Struck at a friend's. 

Catherine 

My pride ? I did not think of it. 
My months of work seemed lost. 
Gregory 
Not lost, but unfulfilled. I'm glad you stay. 
You have not seen an inkling of the best 
As yet of this loved island in the world, 
This charmed oasis for the arts and grace 
Of learning and of all things beautiful. 
Look how these very windows do persuade 
Us of it, wonder of old lawns and grave 
Old prelate trees, whose wedded magic melts 
Into a plain unmatched for loveliness. 
What surge of wood on woodland, knoll on knoll, 
What stateliness of castles, and what charm 
Of peace-attaining rivers, Rhone, Durance, 
Met in a sparkling kiss ! I love it all, 
Oh, how I love it all. The hills there, wrapt 
In a robe of larkspur blue. — 'Tis from those hills 
That cometh down my help — hills of Beaucaire. 
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Those soft green vales the quiet valleys are 
That God would lead me by — vales of Vaucluse. 
And far above the earth, poised high in air, 
Like angels gathered for the Judgment Day, 
Or like the earth itself in happy flight, 
The silver flock of Alps there, wing on wing. 

Catherine 
It is most wonderful. 

Gregory 

I love it all. 
You see our life is beautiful. Life should 
Be rich in detail, every act adorned, 
Each motion decorate, the daily needs 
Well-moulded, lovely ceremonial 
Enriching the rich mind, not the mere creep 
Of plodding days to inarticulate night. 
Such life is difficult, not builded in 
A year nor many years, but like a tree, 
Its seasons being linked centuries, 
Slow architectured from antiquity, 
It grows to a maturity superb. 
So I would have you see our company, 
Our talk of men learned in old lore of Greece 
And ancient Rome and kingdoms memoried : 
A world to envy, never to condemn. 
Now here. — 'Tis but a book of science and 
'Tis but a species of poor butterfly 
Portrayed therein. Yet look. How pure the vision, 
Exact the drawing, the erudition how 
Remote, and yet how deep adorned with art ! 
Not skill of mimicry alone is here, 
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But with what gain of beauty has the draughtsman 

drawn. 
My rdle is but the poor appreciator's. 
Yet am I proud of that. Thro' me these men 
Embroider the dull world. That wing ! Observe 
How he has caught the gossamer, made it 
Immortal on the parchment there. The patience 
And delighted love of it. So should men work. 
An art no less than that great Mercury there, 
Brought from Anzio, thence from Athens, standing 
In marble whiter than a dawn in spring. 
Look, I would have you note the loveliness. 

[Catherine is silent a moment, her eyes down 
as if observing the butterfly, then she raises 
them to look full at Gregory] 

Catherine 
Father, I bid thee leave all this, arise, 
And go to Rome. 

[Gregory is silent for a time, utterly amazed 
and taken aback] 

Gregory 
Catherine, you bid me the impossible ; 
Leave this, beauty unparalleled since Thebes, 
For the rank litter heap of Rome ! Ah no ! 
You cannot raise those spawners. Leave them then. 
You love not my poor butterfly. Ah well. 
And yet I think saints should be artists too. 

Catherine 
Yes, Father, artists in the supremest art, 
Makers of men. I bid thee rouse thyself 
To make men lovely as that Mercury there. 
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Tis but a dream of what men should be. Make 
It heavenly true. 

Gregory 
I purposed to return 
Two years ago. Did Italy unite 
To welcome me ? No, Italy, wrath-dark, 
Made common cause to fight me. Holy Church 
Was locked without the gates and what they called 
Their liberty let in. 

Catherine 
O Father, little Father, 
Thou cam'st not as the shepherd quick 
With loving care to fold his little sheep, 
But menacing, with panoply of arms. 
Look how the housewife, loving her few chicks, 
Calls them to food with gentlest wooing voice, 
So should' st thou, Father, to these poor of thine, 
Call sweetly to them : "Come, come, darlings, come." 
Be judge thyself, ride thro' thy kingdoms, see 
For thyself the truth ; no other way can come 
Just judgment and the mate of justice, peace. 

Gregory 
Peace, peace for them, for me no peace. Here, here 
Is peace, with these inanimate, these fair, 
Dumb things, that are the very face of loving 
Uplift to me and taking my soul's kiss. . . . 
O Catherine, will you never let me be ? 

Catherine 
No, Father, I fear for thee. Oh, thou hast bathed 
In blood of millions that thou mightest be 
O'er the bowed earth more scarlet glorious. 
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To Rome, my Father. At thy feet I beg, 
O expiate that blood. 

Gregory 
You give a task 
Most difficult, most hard. 

Catherine 

Most difficult! 
The glory of the great is but the measure 
Of their difficulties tamed. 

Gregory 

You move me. Move 
My cardinals. O Catherine, I love 
It so, sweet Rhone, Durance. 

[Catherine takes her leave, kissing his hands, 
and he gives her an absent-minded blessing. 
Gregory remains lost in thought. Enter 
Elys de Turenne. She tiptoes prettily 
up to him] 

Elys 
Uncle, what thinkest thou ? So deep in thought ? 

Gregory 
Of gravest matters, child. 

Elys 

Too grave for me ? 
Gregory 
Too grave for little ladies. Happiness 
Should be for you, Elys, sunlight on these 
Fair dresses and this hair, such hair, rich-hued 
As beech-leaves in wet autumns. Tell me, child, 
Speeds time so fast with you, you who are young, 
As with the old Pope, who moulds world destinies ? 
'Tis August, look, and yellow grow the suns. 
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Elys 
You will not leave us, leave Avignon ? No ? 

Gregory 
No one has heard ? 

[He moves the tapestries covering another door to 
see if it is shut] 

Elys 
No, Uncle, heard ? Heard what ? 
The Holy Mother, Catherine, went hence 
Just now ; she troubles you. Her face is grim. 
Why let her cloud our radiance, so engulf 
Us all in shadow of perplexity ? 

Gregory 
What hast thou heard ? 

Elys 
Why nothuig. Or but rumours : 
New fears that you may go away to Rome ; 
And Rome is but a cluster of wild huts 
That stand on wrecks of kings ; at night the air 
With rank malarial breaths breathed from old tombs 
Is green, and wolves do wander in the streets. 
Is it not so ? 

Gregory 
Who spoke of it ? 
Elys 

My Lords 
The Cardinals. 

Gregory 
Hast thou heard aught of what 
We talked upon just now ? 
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Elys 

No, I have caught 
But the faint rumour of a rumour dropped 
In apprehension from their lordships' hearts. 

Gregory 
Let it remain at that. Rumours are thick 
As swallows at migrating time whene'er 
A noble action is afoot. They strip 
Too soon the ears of the good seedling corn. 
That dark blue of the peacock's breast becomes 
You, Elys. Wear it always thus, my child, 
Against the golden shimmer of your hair. 

[Gregory turns to go] 
Elys 
Gentle, do not go. 

Gregory 
The tasks of the great anguished, labouring state 
Will not be stayed for, my new loveliest niece. 

[Exit Gregory. Elys opens the window and 
calls to Cecile in the garden] 
Elys 
Cecile. Come hither ; quick, Cecile ! 
Cecile 

Elys. 
Elys 
The nearest way is thro' the small oak door. 
Be quick. 

[Enter Cecile] 
Elys 
Oh, I am full of rage, Cecile. 
I hate her, hate, hate, hate that woman there — 
That black and white magpie from Italy, 
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That meek-faced lump of subtle piety, 
That sorceress. . . . 

Cecile [indifferently] 
Oh ! Catherine ! 

Elys 

My mouth 
Turns bitter when I think of her. Revered 
She is ! By th' Mass, she should be mocked to death 
In those deep dungeons where the toads creep out 
From walls as wet and green as their sleek skins. 
Would I could close their bars with my own hands 
Upon her pale mad face, startled to fear, 
Gibbering at last ! I've seen men doomed so 
And I was moved to pity, but for her 
None, none. 

Cecile 
Why this impotency of rage ? 
Elys 
I found him wrapt in trouble, questioned him, 
Tested their lordships' fear that she might start 
All freshly, trailing the old lure of Rome. 
I could not wait for their slow policy. 
By saying nothing he betrayed himself. 
Oh, she does set a mine beneath our lives, 
Conspires to curb the great House of Turenne. 
Think you, if she o'ercomes, our emblem wings 
Triumphant o'er the towers of Florence ? No, 
Fooled, it comes drooping home. 

Cecile 

She plots with him ? 
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Elys 
Plots like a thief. You know indeed right well. 

Cecile 
Yes, but I spill not my dear soul on it. 
The noble Count, your husband's father, must 
Take it as strange indeed that the rat he hunts 
Is fed by the hand and entertained here. 

Elys 
The Count knows well His Holiness, how he 
Breathes peace in war, and wars while tendering peace. 
I wouldn't be such a man. She knows him too. 
Would that my Lord were here ! 
Cecile 

Your husband, Madame ? 
Why wait for husbands ? Make the ring a noose ? 
Pf ! such is aye the married woman's way. 
The one distinction parting them from us ! 
I would not fret myself, nor set my peace 
A- tremble for one hour ! 

Elys 
But you are cold. You have no intimate cares. 
Oh, it would break His Holiness' father's heart 
If Gregory goes to Rome. . . . 
Cecile 
Count Beaufort de Turenne's ? No, it is stone. 
A very high, majestic, marble heart. 
Pope Gregory's perhaps. . . . 
Elys 

No, his poor father's. 
He never speaks to any man on earth, 
Cardinal or lord or beggar in the street, 
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But he does think : I am the Pontiff's father. 

Never gazes at the great four-sided tower 

Which is the heart of all the clustered towers 

In our rock-crowning palace but he thinks : 

My son is there, the first Prince of the earth. 

He moves here always near him, in the beam 

Of his rich glory, happily. But if 

His Holiness must go to Rome, he sinks 

Into a banished star, shot to a deep 

Obscurity, and drags us, tumbling all. 

It cannot be. He loses the main pivot 

Of's nigh-spent life, his love's food, chiefest care, 

If Gregory goes, and all for what ? To set 

A woman, ignorant as the baker's wife 

Who moulds the loaves to shape, queening us all. 

Cecile 
It were a sight to shed salt rivers o'er — 
Therefore we'll act. 

Elys 
An image I'll have made 
In likeness of this dyer's chit ; of wax. 
And it shall dwindle in slow candle fires 
Till she is nought. How long needs it, think you ? 

Cecile 
The doctors say two weeks, at longest six. 
But I have known them dwindle all the rest 
Of three score years and ten. — These lords whirl round 
Like cats after their tails while mice eat up 
The cheese. 'Tis aye their way. Why is it, Coz, 
The men of our day lose the power to act 
Except by proxy, setting armies on, 
And then nought comes of it, save losing louts 
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Who would be better hoeing up the fields ? 
Meanwhile here still are cushions of soft down 
And graciousness of peacock-trodden lawns. 

[They go to the window and sit there] 
Elys [half-crying] 
And she's as cold, immovable as rocks 
That roll a mountain's length to fall on us. 

Cecile 
Nay, talk we not of rocks. 

[Enter Jugie and Lagery] 

JUGIE 

She haunts here still like some black bird of doom. 

Lagery 
Speak not that word so conjunct with her name, 
My Lord; "doom" might come true. Forfend it, 

heaven ! 
Where does she brew her potency, think you ? 
At dead of night ? And sorties, holding it 
Under the dark black chasms of her sleeves ? 
If we don't stir our wisdoms he will ship, 
Fulfil that old conspiracy of his, 
Get back to Rome. This languid, pacing policy, 
My Lord, is weakest folly. 

Jugie 
If it is, 
Then so's the other, by the Holy Rood. 

Lagery 
His conscience is a-move again, alas ! 
Two days ago it was, he spoke of it. 
If she once shoulders that most curst idea, 
Then, Avignon, shut up thy gates, the doom 
Comes shouting. 
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JUGIE 

I have no fear. Gregory's the artist first. 
Artist or saint, there lies his choice of ways. 

Cecile [approaching] 
The saint wins then. 

Jugie 
Cecile ! 
Lagery 

Madame des Baux! 
And fair Monna Elys. What news have you ? 

Elys 
The Holy Mother has but now gone hence. 
I met her in the ivory corridor. 
Lord Cardinals, why do you brook her here ? 
I questioned him of hints he starts for Rome. 
By saying nothing he betrayed himself — 
Himself, and his deep fears of you, my Lords. 

Lagery 
Did we not say she'd pluck that string of Rome, 
Ringing sweet music of it ? And 'tis but 
Two days ago she fell at the audience — 
A fall to keep her quiet for years, you'd think. 
But no ! She's back, unwearied as a wasp. 

Jugie [laughing] 
The ambassadors availed us not at all, 
The generous rogues ! The futile, smutty rogues ! 
Had peace but come with Florence, she'd be hence ! 

Lagery 
God ! I myself was moved for her, but this — 
This wearies sympathy. 
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JUGIE 

He said not yea, 
Nor nay, but wavered, was unsure ? 
Elys 

Yes, Sire. 
Jugie 
'Tis well. We've not lost yet. Grand nom de Dieu, 
This jesting fight with Catherine does grow grim. 
Those swamps fed by that yellow river-slime, 
Those arches where the wind shrieks " Gone, gone, 

gone," 
Those prostrate columns lying like men dead, 
After this summit-city of the world. 
'Tis not to be endured. 
Ladies, the air is fresh this morning, full 
Of the censered sweetness of the swinging limes. 
After the dance the pallor of your cheeks 
Should tempt the wind to wooing back their rose. 
Cecile — 

Cecile 
My Lord, on one condition. 
Jugie 

Pat 
'Tis granted. 

Cecile 
That you tell me your designs. 
Jugie 
Lady, we need your aid. 

Cecile 
Monna Elys, 
The swans return, look, to the lower lake. 

[Exeunt Cecile and Elys] 
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JUGIE 

We're losing, Cardinal. 

Lagery 

These women, oh, 
These women, they wreck all ! Now he's on guard, 
And knows that there are rumours gone a-wing. 

Jugie 
What matters it, perdie ! So much the more 
He fears the power we have. 

Lagery 

Yes, but their barbs ! 
At the first hint she loses off's the glove, 
Outshoot their witch-claws of hurt vanity. 
Didst hear them, as she brushed their silken robes 
When they, like lilies in the garden bed 
Rustled by wind, let out the serpent hiss : 
" ' How are the mighty fallen,' says your Book ? " 

Jugie 
They spoke so, pretty spirits ? 

Lagery 

Spirited, 
Maybe ! But if he marks their claws outcrooked, 
He'll side for her. Our chiefest enemy 
Is most the slumbering justice of his mind. 
And they will wake it in him, wake it in him. 

Jugie 
I have no fear. Leave doubting fears to him. 
They hug no wish for Rome. A word's enough, 
Soft as the breeze that makes the harebell quake, 
And they will breathe such perilous sweet sound 
As sets the watchman slumbering. Take them right, 
The woman is the man's best, tricksiest tool. 
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Now they but think the victory's won, poor dames, 
For ever too, too sanguine, like the sun 
Who conquers for an instant the rank clouds. 
His conscience sets up Rome as heaven on earth, 
Where but by breathing of its holy air. 
We all shall grow as pious as the saints. 
Let her breed piety here — Catherine, I mean- 
Have us, in seeming, all more on our knees 
Than, carnal, on our feet, and swift, Avignon 
Out-Romans Rome. The star of the new Church 
Arises here, and so, conscience becalmed, 
He drops this irk for going, leaves us here. 
It is most plain. Already Cecile treads 
Her daintiest down this path, points us the way. 
Faith ! I could scarce forbear to laugh at her, 
Demurest grace of any cloistered nun 
Veiling the wanton witchery of her eyes, 
And soberness of the dell-haunting dove 
O'er her rich garb. 

Lagery 

My Lord, this is no jest. 
Here is a fire. We have to put it out. 
I doubt if this obeisance, bowed-neck trick 
Avails us aught but losing of the time. 
We should have shipped her helter-skelter back 
To her own styes ; or to good silence somewhere, 
No matter how or where. 

Jugie 

Tush ! my good Lord. 
There is crude policy indeed, by th' Rood. 
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Lagery 
He would have mourned her then a little space 
For courtesy and not have lived for her. 
Tis not too late. He has no strength of 's own, 
He'd dodder back to his pictures and his books, 
Sure enough, safe enough, the storm being old. 

Jugie 
Your counsel would have suited Tartar courts, 
My Lord, quite well. It smacks of the barbarian, 
And comes for us some thousand years too late. 
" Rouse not the slumbering justice of his mind," 
Yourself have said — an excellent " mot " of yours ; 
That way would do it, sure, and as a fit 
Memorial of her end, he'd ship to Rome. 
He has great fears, is timorous as a hare, 
As students always are. Rome is a jungle 
Where ignorance creeps to poison its own good. 
We'll make him vision Rome — 'tis easy — so. 
For Rome's a tomb, proclaiming death to the eye. 
Pope Urban even fled from death in Rome. 
This fact most blessed for our argument 
Shall work upon him, aided by dark hints, 
Admonishments, forebodings of some voice 
Of most prophetic piety. 

Lagery 

What voice ? 

Jugie 
My Lord, you are as crude as is the sword. 
What voice, perdie ! we soon can find a voice. 
Why do you think I keep close at my side 
That peering, prating, parrot-pated fool, 
Pierre d'Amely, but to have an ear, 



88 CATHERINE OF SIENA act hi 

A wandering ear, forever in the Court ? 
So we can find a voice, a pious voice, 
Some hermit of the hills who, when the moon 
Strikes on a poplar white with bloom of spring 
Sees heavenly visions, sees nor hears what haps 
In this vile devil's brew below, the Court. 
We'll make him see Rome so — all for his good, 
All for his good, we care but for his good. 
Lagery 

And for the world's ! Think of the Holy Church 
There isolate in Rome, victim of lords 
Who snatch her lands, she, unupheld, unhelped, 
Far from her natural cavalier of France. 

Jugie 
Tut ! France herself now needs protection, is 
A ship half-foundered ; stayed, maybe, but still 
At th' next in-flowing of the tide of war 
To find sea-bottom. For ourselves, my Lord, 
Ourselves, that is enough. Why wrap up truths 
Deceiving our own eyes ? — A tumbler's trick, 
Lord Cardinal, believe me. . . . 
Shall we take counsel with the ladies there, 
Disburden to them our aims ? 

[They move to the window] 
How like two peacocks they do pace the lawns, 
Monna Elys, the jewelled green and blue, 
Cecile, the white, with faintest hint of gold. 
Majestical, ma foi ! [Exeunt to garden] 

Curtain 
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ACT III. Scene 3. 

August. Catherine's private room in the palace set 
apart for her at Avignon. Alessa singing and 
working at some garment for Catherine. 

Alessa 

Christo dolce, 
Christo Amore. 
He was a shepherd for all sheep, 
Lost on the lonely mountain steep : 
"If thou art cold 
I'll be thy fold " : 
O Joy 
Without cloy 
Thy faith and loy. 

He sought the outcast and the poor, 
The hungry turned from every door. 
" If thou art lost 
I'll be thy host." 
O Joy 
Without cloy 
Thy faith and loy. 

He hung upon the bitter tree 
To save us from sin's misery : 
" If thou art sad 
Worse grief I had." 
O Joy 
Without cloy 
Thy faith and loy. 
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He had not where to lay His head, 
But craved my heart to be His bed : 
" Knock and come in, 
I'll be thy inn." 
O Joy 
Without cloy 
Thy faith and loy. 
Christo dolce, Christo Amore. 
[Catherine enters] 

Catherine 
Well, my own bird, you sing sweet numbers still, 
Though your captivity I know is long. 
Your Mother writes she wants you home again, 
And Stephen's too ; says he's too long away. 
The corn needs him ere it consents to be 
Well harvested ; soon 'twill implore the sickle. 
Oh, how the fruits of earth unfaltering march 
On to their end, fulfil prescribed law. 
Only the man, aware of law, does fail. 
You want to be at home, Alessa sweet ? 

Alessa 
Often I think of the tall Mancia tower 
And how the moon, swung up behind it, turns 
To spirit music all the light- thrilled air. 

Catherine 
The Holy Father loves this earth of France 
With such heart's clamour that it shuts out God : 
Reasons, excuses his poor fluttering bird 
Of loving longing till the world's need's lost. 
I think the hardest waiting in the world 
Is waiting for the sunrise of goodwill. 
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Alessa 
Mean you to preach at the Consistory 
To-day ? 

Catherine 
No, Daughter, preaching days are done. 
Or so it seems. The breath of truth, it seems, 
Is all too rude a wind for Cardinals. 
When Moses saw the promised land, that first, 
First distant peep, was it like this perchance, 
A flash perceived an instant, then gulfed deep 
In smothers of new cloud ? — That last strange time 
When I rebelled against their feigned consent 
And lived defiance of God's given law, 
Accused their faces of duplicity, 
— That was too much. His Holiness decrees 
'Twere better I should absent be a time, 
Till the shaken trees can once more summon up 
Their frozen sap and face the winds. 'Tis just. 
There' re obstacles enow. He sent me word 
By that court-moulded bowl of foolishness 
Pierre d'Amely. Why does he keep such near ? 
For I had urged him : Use a strategy ; 
Leave strong opposing forces unaware ; 
Discuss not with them ; if the need demands, 
Go secretly away; and he agreed. 

Alessa 
Yet you were always wont to say : speak straight ; 
Say yea and nay. 

Catherine 
Who would be heard again must not speak truth. 

Alessa 
Nevertheless he goes ? 
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Catherine 

I know not, child. 
He goes and goes not, stays and stays not ; is 
As variable as snow blown by a gale. 

[Enter Raymond and Neri] 
Neri 
Mother, Alessa, we've good news for you. 
His Holiness is fixed. We soon shall climb 
The long white road that gives Siena's gate. 
The Cardinal Orsini starts for Rome 
To bid the papal palace wake again 
And look for his swift coming ; and they say 
September sees him at the Pincian gate. 

Raymond 
Ancona sends her galley to Marseilles, 
And the Lord Otho lends his ships, seven great, 
Seven small, and all most nobly furnished, rich 
For the rich prize that they will bear away. 

Catherine 
And Christ is born again — where He had died. 
O children, all my life grows wonderful : 
Sometimes I stand and see it wonderful. 
And those fair-smiling devils of the Court 
May brew their subtle poisons, to what end ? 

Alessa 
Sweet Mother, all is better than you dreamed. 

Catherine 
And now, Alessa, come, to that poor boy 
Who's sick beside the bridge that spans the Rhone. 
[Alessa and Catherine go out] 



act in CATHERINE OF SIENA 93 

Raymond 
Whene'er she speaks of the great Cardinals 
Her sweetness seems to turn all bitter ; it 
Is strange and piteous. She is not just. 
I go about rejoicing everywhere 
To see the change she's wrought, luxuriousness 
Laid quietly by, the dance abandoned, prayer 
Upon the lips which knew but pagan songs : 
A pageantry of holiness it is ! 
And all through our own Mother, our own Saint. 
Does it not stir you, Neri ? 

Neri 

Yes, our Saint 
Is greater even than we ever dreamed. 

Raymond 
Our Order will move first among the troops 
That walk the heavenly fields ; do you not see 
The paradisal flowers bend to her feet, 
Crocus and asphodel, lily and rose, 
And Mary's own blue borage, all the first 
To bow beneath the kiss of her soft tread ? 
I see it. Would the day were come ! 

Neri 

Yes, yes. 
And yet, O Father, why is she so harsh 
To all these lovely ladies of the Court ? 
And these great Cardinals who hear her gladly, 
And with rare lowliness do thirst indeed 
For her contempt as if it were rich balm. 
They whelmed me with their wonderings at her worth ; 
But when I hurried to repeat their words 
She was unmoved as any shaft of stone. 
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Most strange, I understand it not. She asked 

If ever I had seen the velvet-dark, 

Strange belladonna flower, how beautiful 

It was to look upon, rayed in rich blue 

Deep as the night and jewelled with moons of gold, 

In aspect most majestical ? She said, 

And her dear voice was sad : "O Neri, men 

Can speak the speech of truth and yet can lie." 

I do not understand. 

Raymond 

But we shall learn. 
How often have we failed to understand 
And then have learnt ! And yet, methought, indeed, 
At the Consistory she was too stern. 
I was amazed at her anathemas, 
Wild maenad words not seemly in a maid, 
Which, none the less, their Eminences bore 
As if they were but henchboys at the gate, 
Till even the Holy Father strove to smooth 
The judgment of her words ; and then she rose — 
I see her yet. She left her bending pose, 
And stood straight as a lance that silverly 
Does catch the gleam of sun ; authority 
Was hers, no longer Gregory's, and her hand, 
Uplifted, like a small white flame, did shine 
Towards Heaven. She said : " While I was still 

enclosed 
In my small secret cell of home, I saw 
The sins committed at this far-off Court 
More clearly than those in the midst of them ! " 
And yet they murmured not, the Cardinals, 
But bore her scourge with heavenly penitence, 
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And even the Holiness himself spoke not. 
They're all transformed indeed since first we came, 
— I never saw such marvellous change of heart — 
And yet she is not satisfied. 'Tis strange. 

Neri 
It is not right. 

Raymond 
'Tis strange. I saw a sight 
An hour ago, ere I came back to you, 
That made me almost laugh aloud with joy, 
So full it proved how foremost is her power. 
I had small hope she would succeed e'en here. 
She draws the camel thro' the needle's eye. 
The Judgment will but last an instant's time 
When God comes riding on his clouds of gold. 
Satan won't have a dozen for his hell. 

Neri 
What have you seen ? 

Raymond 

The ladies of the Court 
At prayer, them all, or I do think them all, 
So bright a June-bed of gay flowers it was. 
The Chapel crowded with those splendid dames, 
Magdalens brought home. And yet I cannot think 
They could have fallen so low as base men say, 
Such innocence of face ! Such penitence ! 
They fill it with their beauteous silks and gems 
Till it seems bright-adorned for harvest-homes. 
And 'tis a harvest-home ! That lovely dame 
Who late came here — how noble was she ! How 
That ruby, burning like a winter sun, 
Worn on her bosom, shone. 
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I never saw a jewel so splendid rare. 

Not she alone, but every tiniest altar 

Was served by greatness penitent, and some, 

Even humbler than the rest, of their deep sin 

More conscious, were in the darkest corners hid, 

Storming great heaven for mercy and new days, 

Their flaming dresses even tamed to new 

And soft demureness. Ah, could I but rouse 

The Mother forth to see their fervency, 

She would believe, be glad and praise the Lord ! 

Neri 
She is so strained with thinking of these wars, 
Seeing great ills, she fails to see the good. 
Tell her, dear Father. 

Raymond 

I will, I must, 1 must. 
So, with her sweetness, will she lose her powei. 
I must remonstrate with the Blessed. Yes. 
I'll tax her with this new strange angriness 
When next time she confesses. Though I fear 
To admonish Catherine. Always she thanks 
Me for my blame, and is so humbly bowed 
I feel I am the pigmy who does teach 
The giant what 's on the hill-top he o'erscans. 
— Still she is wrong, this time most sure astray. 
I'll mark it to her. 

[Enter Page] 
Page 
Father, the lady who came yesterday, 
Most closely veiled, presents herself again. 
She will not give her name. She would have speech 
With one or other of you, but a word. 
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Raymond 
Let her come in. [Exit Page] 

Neri 
Madame Cecile des Baux, 
She comes again. 

Raymond 
That is a sign of grace. 
She has not cloaked herself in angry pride 
Because the Mother blessed her not at once. 
She seeks again the scourge. 

[Enter Cecile des Baux, a black net veil over 
her glorious dress, which makes it only more 
seductive and luxurious'] 
Cecile 
The Blessed Saint — she is not here ? 

Neri 
No, Graciousness. 

Cecile 
She comes like lilies of the Holy Land 
To this vile place. She has been here, perchance, 
A moment since ? 

Neri 
Yes, an it please your Grace ; 
And now she journeys to the lower town 
To pray back into life a lad who's sick. 

Cecile 
How I do envy those for whom she prays ! 
What glorious coming to the feet of God 
Could she but bring me in ! 

Raymond 

She prays for all. 
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Cecile 
How exquisite ! She spends her day in prayer ? 

Raymond 
Much of the night indeed as well. 
Cecile 

I would 
That I had passed unsoiled my hours of life 
In innocent, lone supplication so. 

Raymond 
What would you with her, Madame ? 
Cecile 

Father, I 
Had erst desired speech with her, but found, 
Conning what words I could entreat her with, 
They would not out. I sat beside my window, 
High in our uplift Palace of the Domes, 
Where it looks out upon the fountains' beams, 
On the still lawns and great pink Judas' trees, 
A whole night long, a clock-round of deep thought. 
But though I thought the circle through of hours, 
I could not find the words were meet for her. 
I would be near her — all my wish — and breathe 
The sweet breath that she haloes round herself, 
But I have nothing I can find to say. 
In saintly language I am quite unused. 

Raymond 
She lives with sinners and is large of heart. 

Cecile 
I know not, Father, cannot full explain. . . . 
When she comes past, I tremble like a girl 
New loosened from her convent-school. But you — 
How can you ?— walk day in, day out, in the bright 
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Stillness that she sheds around. 'Tis strange. 
Tis wonderful. Your power must be as hers. 

Raymond 
No, no, we are but children whom she moulds 
To the full manhood she designs for us. 

Cecile 
And I, too, would be pure. There is one way, 
Father, I had it in my hourly prayers — 
I have begun to pray since she shone forth 
On Avignon. — She prays, they say, sometimes 
In secrecy, in her small chapel here, 
Alone — alone with God. If I could once 
Be with her at that hour, be, as it were, 
Third presence to those two, I could be healed. 
Tell me that time. Admit me to her then. 

Raymond 
Impossible. That is her own great hour. 
She guards it as she guards her upright will. 

Cecile 
You, Father, set above our human shames, 
You do not know, you do not understand. 
That young man there, has he ne'er fallen to sin ? 

Raymond 
Sweet lady, we do speak not of these things. 
They have gone by us, long ago, and are 
More dead than doings memory can't recall, 
More dead than stories one hears wondering at, 
Told of a stranger. 

Cecile 
Yes, I am rotten through 
With this stained Court's contagion, so I fail. 
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1 never met a man who had not sinned 
Till you came, Father, and this noble sir. 
[A Page enters] 
Page 
Your Messenger from Marseilles has returned, 
May he now speak with you ? 

Raymond 

I come at once. 
[Raymond goes out. Cecile sits silent, and, 
quite consciously in the pose of beautiful 
dejection] 

Neri. 
You see, it is impossible. 

Cecile 
I see. 
I am too poisonous black to come near her. 
I go, rejected even by the good. 
Yet it did seem so little, but to be 
Some starry, flitting minutes of an hour 
Wrapt in her light. 

Neri 
Your Grace, I'll plead with her. 
Cecile 
Has she not left the Chapel of the Domes 
Since we came there ? On us she bolts all doors. 
— You were a great prince of the world, I know, 
Who at her word "Come, Neri, follow me," 
Flung lance aside and joy and plumed fame 
And followed her. Is it not so ? 
Neri 

A prince, 
No, but a humble Lord of poor Siena 
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Who knew its little wilderness of world, 
Yes, I was that, and I did follow her. 

Cecile 
Then you can understand, can pity me. 
Oh, I have led a many men dark ways. 
I should but dance with them, their body but 
Touch mine in the twin motion of the rhythm, 
And they were mine as hill-dogs beaten tame, 
And I was theirs and I was theirs alas 1 
But since she came, my touch is no more fire ; 
A miracle, a miracle, I think ? 

Neri 
Blessed be God ! 

Cecile 
So say I, so say I. 
Yet she forgives me not, accepts me not. 
But let her beam unconsciously through me, 
Her fragrance thrill me like the air of spring, 
And she will know me surely one of hers. 

Neri 
I know not what to do. You trouble me. 

Cecile 
Look ! I have money. In this jewelled bag. . . . 

Neri 
Go, miserable — what have I shown myself ? 

Cecile 
cruelty. O unimagined stab [crying] 
Thrust to the heart of kindness. Straight the monk 
Jumps to dark meanness in a woman's ways, 
And if she is but habited like me 
In wooing garb as all her life she's used, 
Then yet more certainly he deems her black. 
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Neri 
What mean you then ? 

Cecile 
Not that I try to bribe. . . . 
The widow's halfpence you would not refuse. 
But mine, because I have a flood of gold. . . . 
These priests they hold all good as their preserves. — 
For some poor church of your Siena, but 
To make its plainness rich, I had designed, 
And so turn all my sin to bright repentance. 

Neri 
Nay, I take back the thought. Come in an hour. 
I will admit you when next time she prays. 

Cecile 
Repenting that you so misjudged my gift ? 

Neri 
Yes, in repentance, most sweet Graciousness. 

Cecile 
You new men of the Mother's mould are good. 

Neri 
God grant we are ! 

Cecile [almost forgetting to act in her triumph] 
God grants all good requests ! 
Some others too at times. Thank you, Fra Neri, 
Brother, may I say ? [Exit Cecile] 

Neri 
Have I done right ? Or is it that, even now, 
In these late days ? Oh no, oh no, not that. 

[Exit Neri] 
[The two Cardinals are ushered in] 
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JUGIE 

How all the world comes here ! You too ! This house 
Becomes a meeting-place for all, a court 
Out-rivalling, by all the merry gods, 
Our Palace of the Domes. Didst see the Dame 
Cecile drive from the gate ? What does she here ? 

Lagery 
Mischief, I warrant. Have you made them safe ? 

Jugie 
Still harping on the women, pretty doves. 
How you do tremble at them ! Take my word, 
They are great wisdom's silent very self, 
Differing alone from us in more directness. 
Cecile observes for me. She is as shrewd 
As Juno, though she has all of Venus' sweet, 
Bewildering lure. She has my confidence, 
I hers. I trust her to do nothing wild, — 
Or, if she does, conceal it perfectly. 
[Enter Neri] 

Neri [to Jugie] 
Your Eminence, good morrow. What would you ? 

Jugie 
A word with the reverend Mother Catherine. 

Lagery 
And I, too, when the time is suitable. 

Neri 
She should return quite soon. An hour ago 
She went to the lower town, where a young boy 
Is taken sudden sick. They fear 'tis of 
The plague. 
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JUGIE 

The plague ! Heaven grant it comes not here. 
You should restrain her, Son, both for her good 
And even for the safety of the Court. 
She cannot know how men can carry death. 

Neri 
She knew it in Siena, nursed men there 
And brought back life to many, death to none. 
My Lords, she is the very fire of pity, 
And when these poor do call, she must give warmth. 

Jugie 
But why not pity us a little too, 
And not import to us these angry ills 
That filthiness breeds from those who love their filth ? 
She should come soon ? 

Neri 

Ere long, your Eminence. 
I will announce your presence when she comes. 

[Exit Neri] 
Jugie 
Now, quench the panting creature's thirst. Why come 
You here ? 

Lagery 
I had some news, but what it was 
I know not. Something of Florence, something grave 
To knit the brows and send the helpful hands 
Post-haste to plunge i' th' pie. I should have thought 
Of it ere she had entered thro' that door. 
Fear is your first best f oundery of news ; 
It moulds of nought a chain of circumstance. 
And I have fear. My Lord, this moves too slow, 



act in CATHERINE OF SIENA 105 

This thought-drugged scheme of yours ; I urge you, once 
Again I urge, ere it has grown too late. . . . 

Jugie 
Fear ne'er did ought but have us o'er the brink. 
The end of Catherine means no hope of end 
To our long wars with half of Italy, 
And they cost much. The Church's coffers yawn 
Void as a dotard's mouth, as ominous. 
Don't be the desperado, my good Lord, 
Until our case grows desperate. And 'tis not. 

Lagery 
You — have you seen the Holy Father yet ? 
Stands he still firm ? 

Jugie 
He is a battleground 
Where ranges policy on policy, 
Ranked in fierce opposition of hard strengths. 
The Duke of Anjou hurries from great France, 
Primed with world reasons why the Church should stay 
Safe harboured here ; the German Otho, for 
World reasons, too, holds he should go, tweaks France 
By the nose, sends ships for him, and waits, buoyed up 
With most complacent patience, on the blue 
Of Southern waters till he come ; and Rome — 
Rome clamours for him, but that we suppress. 

Lagery 
And what does he, my Lord ? 
Jugie 

He is himself. 
He sends his courier to make way for him, 
Sound a brave fanfare, tickle the gossips' ears, 
Set their loud, lusty mouths a-braying, then 
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He wavers, half-inclines to Rome, consults : 

What do I think ? Great Catherine's voice is God's ! 

Would people rally round the Church in Rome 

Who curse the Church kept snug in Avignon ? — 

I reasoned with him, now this way, now that, 

Urged his health's frailty, his care due to it, 

A thousand other nays to his going hence, 

But made no progress. He is still subdued 

Too utterly to her. 

Lagery 
It leaps all sense. 
Some couriers from Marseilles bring the news 
The Duke of Anjou packs his goods for Rome. 
Why, thinkest thou ? 

Jugie 
Anjou, you say, to Rome ? 
Jove ! what's to him the villain-heap of Rome ? 
Has she o'erpleaded him ? 

Lagery 

She's seen him, Lord, 
At Villeneuve, where his grave Duchess wears 
The altar-stones with her redoubled prayers. 
Now he's for Rome, or so he does give out. 

Jugie 
I cannot fathom this. I like it not. 
God ! how we all hang on a pious maid ! 
Does it not pass conception ? — Is it not 
Mountainous-strange? Whom the old silken-gowned 
Bejewelled Eves can touch not, falls at the first, 
First glance to this ascetic from the hills. 
Those eyes though ! There's fine power in those grave 
eyes. 



act in CATHERINE OF SIENA 107 

So a wolf's eyes would look, lamp-red, doom-full 
And limb-enslaving, out of winter dark 
To a caught traveller, journeying through snow. 
I do confess I cannot face those eyes. 

Lagery 
Why come you here ? 

Jugie 
I come to change her purpose as do you. 
She matched our doctors, so I choose new ground, 
Pit dialectic 'gainst her pride of brain. 
That way may do it, plain, straight argument 
Which shows her that the small domestic arts 
Meet for Siena knock away the stone 
World-states are poised round. 

Lagery 

She'll not heed such words. 
Jugie 
Yes. She's a nun. And nuns, poor souls, are vowed 
To hear in reverence words of cardinals. 

[Enter Neri and Raymond, ushering in Catherine] 

Neri 
The Blessed Mother has arrived, my Lords. 

[Catherine does not kneel for the Cardinals' 
blessing as they expect, and they are rather 
nonplussed, but Jugie soon recovers him- 
self, and greets her, kissing her hand. Then 
Lagery follows suit] 
Jugie 
Permit me to salute you, reverend Mother, 
Voice our best hope that you will guide us long 
With your sweet wisdom in the Court. 
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Lagery 

I, too. 

[Catherine is silent] 

JUGIE 

You do persuade the Holy Father he 
Should henceforth live in Rome ? 

Catherine 

My Lords, I do. 
Jugie 
We crave for your good offices, would bring 
To your observance, merely have you know 
What must be unknown to you, that it is 
The Pontiff's custom when he makes decrees 
Touching the Church, to meet his cardinals, 
Share his debates, and follow their advice 
E'en if it differs from his single will- 
Witness the noble Pope, Clement the Fourth. 
In this affair of Rome His Holiness 
Consults the Sacred College not at all. 
Yet does its very name of " sacred " speak 
For its inviolable sanctity 
Of right. You will uphold it, Mother, charge 
Him set his will a-tune to ours ? 

Catherine 

My Lords, 
Pope Clement followed your advice, 'tis true. 
Such was his wont. But what of Urban Fifth ? 
When he had doubt of's course, he threshed the chaff 
From grain of reason in good talk with you ; 
But when he saw his action clear, he went 
His own planned way, nor troubled if the host 
Of counsellors stood massed against him. 
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JUGIE 

But 
His Holiness sees not his action clear. 
He hesitates. 

Lagery 
You urge him past his conscience, wheedle him 
Past his own will as is a woman's way. 

Catherine [smiling] 
Wheedle him, my Lord ? — [breaks off quickly and adds 

seriously] — He has this excellent 
Clear sign it is God's will that he should forth 
To Rome : the more his journeying is barred, 
The more will he feel strength increasingly 
To break the bars ; the which is contrary 
Unto his usual way. ... I charge you, Lords, 
Bear him that sign as message warm from me 
And then behold his doubts. . . . And now, excuse 
Me, Lords, I have a world of small affairs 
That beg for doing. 

[Catherine turns determinedly to her desk of 
papers and the Cardinals are forced to 
take their leave] 

Raymond 
My Daughter, I am forced, reluctantly, 
To speak, protest. I think you do not show 
As deep a courtesy as does befit 
The rank of the Lord Cardinals. They are 
The princes of the Church. . . . 

Catherine [laughing in pretended demureness] 

Yes, Father. When 
They come next time, I'll bow my eyes if not 
My head or knee. No, no, I am as stiff 
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Before them as old firs that scorn the wind — 
Demons incarnate whose bland smiles do cheat 
My little ones. . . . 

Raymond 
My Daughter, you are harsh. 
Old firs are often broken by the wind. 
A hasty judgment is an evil thing. 
You do mistake. 

Catherine 
O Father, little Father, 
You would be still reciting antique saws. 

Raymond 
Daughter, you wound me. 

Catherine 
Father, forgive. I am too quick, perhaps, 
Too quick. 

Raymond 
Your hasty errors banish you the Court 
And lose your influence. I fear 'tis that. 
You are too sudden, violent, too stark 
In your denouncements, and these great, aye used 
To wooing to all actions, must be wooed 
Alike to their repentance, and not scorned 
Or frowned to it, my child. You were too harsh, 
Believe me, Daughter, much too harsh. 
Catherine 

I think 
Not so. Dear Father, I am weary. Oh, 
How this dark life hangs like a hooding cloak ! 

Raymond 
Though weary, yet, my child, you can be kind 
To those who rue the erring of their ways. 
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Catherine 
Dear Father, I am weary. 

[Catherine goes to her oratory through a door 
at the back of the stage. Neri and Raymond 
go out. Neri returns with Cecile and 
Elys] 

Neri 
Now I fulfil my promise. Thro' those doors 
You find the Chapel. There the Mother prays 
Alone. Go quietly. Disturb her not. 
The sacred fragrance then will wrap you round 
And make you whole. . . . You too ? The Gracious- 

ness 
Asked but for one, herself. 

Cecile 

O let her, Brother. 
'Tis Monna Elys de Turenne. She longs, 
As I, to touch the Mother's robe, be healed. 

Neri 
And I without will pray in secrecy. [Exit Neri] 

Elys 
Let us be quick. It's cold. Why is it cold ? 

Cecile 
Cold ? 'Tis an angry furnace of a day. 

[They go into the oratory. Alessa comes to 
fetch her sewing and goes out again. 
Re-enter Cecile and Elys] 
Cecile 
There's no one here, the watchful saints be praised. 
Why did you strike that puny coward stroke ? 
As hot you were before in braggart words 
As any boy with's mistress and first sword. 
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Elys 
I could not do it. Ugh ! it's shuddering cold. 

Cecile 
What use to stab her then i' th' foot ? 

Elys 

What use ? 
What use ? Why any use ? I hated her, 
I hated her pale face. Why leave 't to me ? 

Cecile 
To me ? My share was winning entrance. Faith ! 
I sweated over it enough, perdie. 

Elys [speaking as if stunned] 
And she did move not, even when the steel 
Plunged thro' her flesh, even then she made no start, 
Nor on her face faltered the smile an instant. 
Immovable smooth stone ! Oh, I will move 
You, this time move you, make an end that shrieks 
Of judgment . . . 

[Starts as if intending to go back to the Chapet] 

Cecile 
Come, Elys, which door leads out ? 
Oh, this, I think. Come, Elys, quickly, come. 

[Cecile draws Elys out. Enter Raymond, 
Neri, Alessa] 

Alessa 
She stays too long in praying, wearies quite 
Her body in this cause. Would we were back 
In our own little town, so high, secure, 
Where every drop of air at evensong 
Echoes a bell-note. I am home-sick, Neri. 
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Neri 
I too, Alessa. 

[Enter Catherine, limping. Alessa runs to her] 
Oh, the Mother. 
Alessa 
Oh! 
Oh, are you hurt ? or ill ? You are not ill ? 

Catherine 
My foot. It burns with a hot, stabbing pain. 
O let me sit. A moment. It will pass. 

Alessa 
Oh, the poor foot. It bleeds. It's stabbed. 
Neri 

It's stabbed ! 

No one has come since they — Where are those dames ? 

[Neri goes to the Chapel door and looks in] 

pity ! They are gone. Who struck you, Mother ? 

Catherine 
Have I been struck ? I know not. 

1 was in ecstasy — God showed me how 

The Pope shall enter Rome. The air with wings 
Was full. And then a sickening rolled on me. 
I woke and in my foot, sharp pain. — 'Tis sharp. 
You see as I do speak of it, it comes. 
Neri 

Mother, thro' me comes your poor, poor wound. 

1 let them in. The dames Cecile des Baux 
And Elys de Turenne ; I let them in. 
They begged of me to be one hour with you, 
Saying that you would pray their stains away 
And lift them into innocence again. 

— I was deceived, sweet Mother, most deceived. 
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Raymond 
Is't possible ? Those lovely dames. Neri, 
You must mistake. 

Neri 
They only have been with her. They are gone. 

Mother, sweetest Mother, 

1 almost knew it in my heart, but not, 
Not quite. Mother, she was so beautiful. 

Raymond 
I never saw such humble penitence, 
Such a sweet ruing of her evil days. 
And all untrue ? 

Neri [sobbing at Catherine's feet] 
Forgive me, Mother. 

Catherine 
My Neri, there is nothing to forgive. 
You learn in what strange, subtle guise do come 
The body's temptings. It is worth my pain. 
Help me, my sweetest son, to my own room. 
And there Alessa will bind up the wound. 
— Ah, but it's sharp. — Thanks, Raymond, your arm too. 

[Exeunt] 
Curtain 



ACT III Scene 4. 

The same day. In Cardinal Jugie's palace. Enter 
Jugie and Lagery. 

Jugie 
Here, my good Lord, we can talk frankly. Sit. 
This chair I had from Milan, carved in oak 
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That once was hermit in Lombardian woods, 

Now has asylum here. We are remote, 

Can be as undisturbed in this small room 

As it was in those murmuring silences. 

— Now we strike hard, my Lord. She equal steps 

With us. When these ideologues take power. 

They bear it not with grace as men bred up 

To sitting with the great, but straight must try 

To win omnipotence. — " The more his way 

To Rome is barred, the more will he feel strength 

Increasingly to break the bars," says she. 

Who is his strength ? We'll try the sterner way. 

She will not be content but we must take 

The means that end her, fool ! — Our problem now 

To have her hence and not rouse his revenge. 

Lagery 
Two incompatibles I fear, my Lord. 

Jugie 
No, no, I have it. In our lower town, 
There are rank elements who, seeing the good, 
Hate them much more than ever they do hate 
Those who still peddle in the middle way 
Or plunge with zest in evil. It is strange: 
A poison-growth that's rank in the harsh soil 
Of poverty. I've noted it full oft. 
And so has he, the Pontiff, sure enough. 
Comes but a call of sickness, she goes forth 
To the dim hovels of our murky Rhone. 
Another boy shall sicken of the plague, 
Another time she hastens forth to cure. . . . 
Went she not so to-day ? — and there shall rise 
A sudden broil among these Jacks of crime ; 
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The Blest Plebeian shall be lost in it. 
Dark Rhone runs by these warren heaps of men, 
And Rhone murmurs but incoherencies, 
— Why did she drive us to these damned ends ? 
[Enter Servant] 
Servant 
Messire Amely begs a word with you. 

Jugie 
Let him come in. What talk floods now its banks ? 
He is as foolish as a cock that crows 
At midnight, reads the time's signs wrong, brings but 
A rummage-bag of news, all odds and ends. 
Yet brings more news than any man I know. 
[Enter Pierre d' Amely] 
d' Amely 
Most sovereign Eminence, there's a strange tale 
Leaks out, reaches your little servant's ears — 
Catherine the Saint, praying in her Sanctuary, 
Alone, was struck. . . . 

Jugie 
My God ! and killed ? 
d' Amely 

No, Sire, 
But wounded in the foot. . . . 
Jugie 

Struck in the foot ? 
What bungler. . . . 

d' Amely 
None, my Lord, was with her save 
Two ladies of the Court. 

Jugie 

Two ladies ? Who ? 
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d'Amely 
It cannot have been they, most Eminent, 
And yet no other entered, and they do 
Deny it not, but shrug their shoulders and 
Prim their sweet mouths to silence, laughing. . . . 

Jugie 

Who? 
A thousand devils damn thy skippings back 
From swiftest statement of the truth. Who ? Who ? 
Who messes up the threads of the planned end, 
Shouts out a warning, trumps the ambush thus ? 

Lagery 
My Lord, my Lord, we are not now alone. 

Jugie 
What matters it who hears ? And our Messire, 
Our faithful dog at heels is dumb as that 
Old dead and secret oak . . . who was it, Pierre ? 

d'Amely 
My Lord, if this news crosses your designs, 
I beg, let not your wrath fall on my head — 
Your servant is but bearer, is the script. 
They say — but surely you do know, my Lord, 
It was the Dame Cecile des Baux who struck. 

Jugie 
Cecile. 

d'Amely 
Or it might be Dame Elys de Turenne. 
Both found admittance to the Saint, my Lord. 

[Jugie laughs a loud, angry laugh] 
Their aims were laudable. They did not know 
The dyer's daughter, — could not know, my Lord — 
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That she rejoiced in your protection. There's 
No harm, most gentle Eminence. The wound 
Is slight, is nought. There is no danger, Sire. 

Jugie [to Lagery] 
My Lord, we've struck a calm, by all the saints. 
These dames, knaves black as are their faces fair ! 
They cannot hold their passions for an hour. 
Your bedmate cries the warning, by the Rood ! 
Goose-cackles your approach from the half-scaled walls, 
All for a moment's gluttony of spite. 
I yield the palm to you for wisdom, Sire. 

Lagery 
What shall we do, my Lord ? 

Jugie 

Do ? Do ? Proceed. 
Proceed with the dark gone, the sun a-blaze 
And every glittering weapon shouting loud 
The on-march of unsheathed conspiracy. 

d'Amely 
'Tis most unfortunate. I cannot think 
But it is most unfortunate. 

Jugie 

Unfortunate ! 
The little word for the big ! Come, let us see 
The tattlers, how 'tis ta'en. [Exeunt] 

Curtain 



ACT IV. 

The last day at Avignon. A room in the Palace of the 
Domes. Enter Gregory, reading a paper. He 
closes the door carefully behind him, and wanders 
to the window, reading it. Enter Elys. 
Elys 
Our little Father, . . Uncle, . . I would speak 
As one of your own blood. . . 
Gregory 

Little serpent, 
I command you leave me in my peace. 
The angel comes. You will not care to see 
Her. Go. 

Elys 
Father, I plead but for our joy, — 
Oh, you deny our joy, nay much, much more, 
The very simplest habit of our life; 
Wreck us, the Court, the Church, a hundred lives 
For one sleek, poisonous, . . . oh, but I must be dumb 
On that, clap hand to mouth when such words spring. 
You are our joy. The Count, your father, haunts 
The Court all day in anguished restlessness — 
I would smoothe out the twin lines from his brow. 
He 's old, and should be blest in his own son. 
His heart beats : Will you go or will you stay ? 
Oh, you will stay ? No wavering more. Say but 
The last and best, irrevocable word, 
And long content will sweeten his few days. 

Gregory 
Who struck at Catherine ? 

Elys 
Not I. 
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Gregory 

Who then ? 
Elys 
Madame Cecile des Baux. 

Gregory 
The Cardinal Jugie's strumpet. Ugh ! How this slime 
Wells up ! I'm punished. You were innocent ? 

Elys 
Yes, Father. 

Gregory 
Had no share ? 
Elys 

No, Holiness. 

Gregory 
God ! God ! 

These fair of face ! These open, wide child's eyes ! 
Is every loveliness on earth a lie, 
And but the evil, staring downright truth? 
Elys, glide back among your like and hide 
Yourself — pah ! how the very flowers of this 
Avignon smell most rank, putrid and rank. — 
The jungle tares around you shelter you, 
Here comes the very wing and flame of God. 

[Exit Elys. Enter Catherine] 

Gregory 
Catherine, why have you left me all these days ? 

Catherine 
My Father, you did bid me not to come. 

Gregory 
No, by my troth. These courts were free to you 
And waiting as the parched summer dusk 
Pants for the coming of the evening wind. 
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Catherine 

A message came, bidding me stay away: 
For policy. 

Gregory 

My Cardinals ! I thought 
You wearied of me and my long delays, 
Forced by the slow uncertainties of state. 

Catherine 

Not by the slow uncertainties of state. 

Gregory 

You see the end alone, ask not the means. 
Do you not fear the schism of the Church ? 

Catherine 
Yes, Father. 

Gregory 

If I should go, they threaten me, these lords 

Of perfect craft, with schism in the Church. 

Some Cardinals, sworn protectors of our cause, 

Now throw the vizor off and show me, mask 

Of ready friend no more, but enmity. 

Going, I go to anger and revolt, 

And leave behind me anger and revolt. 

Catherine, the charge of the great Church is mine — 

My task to keep it whole. Schism — there starts 

The spectre of the end. Where shall I find 

It most, at Rome or here ? 

[Catherine does not reply. Uneasily, himself 
unconvinced by his own argument and 
desiring to be convinced, Gregory continues] 
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Gregory 
In this great art which is Avignon, I 
Am helped. The King of France, he strengths me here. 
At Rome's a mob that veers with every wind. 

Catherine 
And you, their Lord, command the kindling South. 

Gregory 
Sojourning here, could I not save two worlds 
From tragedy of ending, slam the door 
On the dark ghost of Schism and bring new peace 
Between the King of England and good France ? 
They plunge whole earths in waste of angry ruin. 
There's two abysses saved. Were it not best ? 

[Gregory waits, but Catherine is still silent] 
Gregory [wistfully] 
I would do right, choose the brave noble way. 

[Catherine looks up at him, suddenly and 
happily] 

Catherine 
Is all not ready ? 

Gregory [hastily and almost angrily] 

Yes, the ships do ride 
Upon Savoyan seas a month of days 
With patience of earth-building atomies. 
The treasure's packed. The Duke of Anjou holds 
The world straining the bit. But do I wrong 
Or do I right ? May I not pause e'en by 
The mule's spurred side if warned that I go wrongly ? 
Now 'tis a holy voice that does dissuade. 

[Brings out a paper] 
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Peter the Hermit, Saint of Arragon, 

Writes from his silence 'mid the rocks and pines 

Where- — who has told him of my purposed flight ? 

— The sleepy travelling murmurs of the wind ? 

The wood-dove's coo or blackbird's startled call ? 

Or the soft gossip of the brook that ends 

His thirst ? — In solemn words he bids me think 

Of John who once did choose the road to Rome ? 

Well nigh they poisoned him. Should we not heed 

The fearless, God-inspired saint, nor set 

Aside his warning with a maze of words ? 

[Catherine still silent] 
I beg you give your thought, your real thought, tried 
By these conflicting rights. Oh, why do you 
Not speak, why let me burn in torture of 
The For, Against ? Am I to risk the break 
Of Holy Church. Wouldst thou ? I am the Church, 
And if I am in peril, so is she. 
Catherine, I fear not for myself, a man, 
But for myself, a symbol — and, ay too, 
For my own self, for I would live. There still 
Is much to do and much to know. Still dumb ? 
Has my good angel left me, with these curs 
Fled the irresolute Infallible ? 
— Do you not see my fear ? Ignoble is 
It not, but the last fear of conscience. Here 
I stand a-top the ages, like a hill 
New-hurled by earth's primeval labouring 
Up from the flats, and I perforce must choose 
Which way to fling my rivers for all time ; 
One thrust of this poor hand directs the flood 
To rocky chasms that drink deep its life, 
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Or to the loamy levels where it weds 

The yearning earth and blossoms to rich fruit : 

And I no more can leap the bar of time, 

See what the flood meets round the bend of rock 

Than any tossing straw upon its breast ; 

And you, my counselling angel at the gate, 

Stand dumb, your herald sword at point to earth. 

— Catherine, I do not ask you for advice 

Now, when not kingdoms hang upon my act, 

But all the world's imperilled divinity, 

I bid you to declare the will of God. 

Catherine 
Who knows it better than your Holiness, 
Who, by a secret vow, has pledged his soul 
To leave Avignon and to go to Rome ? 

Gregory 
How knew you that ? 

Catherine 

Father, you bid me read 
In my own heart. Yours spoke to it. Oh, if 
You had cast out the self-wrought curse of self, 
You would have seen the fraud these cheat you with. 
Was it not here they strove to kill Pope John ? 
And here too, if they will, they poison you. 
Think you in Rome the phials stand ranged i' th' rooms? 
Nay, they are here, t tell you, set by you 
Whene'er you dine : and poison serves you wine 
And chats with you, poison is ever in 
Your ear and at your board. No saint would cry : 
" Have fear, have fear lest while you seek the path 
That leads to heaven, they send you martyred there." 
Saints speak not so. You've falsely smiled so long 
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Upon the falsities of evil men, 

False to yourself, your God, your own desires, 

You fail to know the false light from the true. 

[Gregory sits with his head sunk in his hands] 
Gregory 
You speak most justly. Good men practised long 
In ways of right to them are sensitive 
As is a compass to its compelling poles. 
When shall I go ? 

Catherine 
To-morrow. 

Gregory 

To-morrow ? 
Is it not soon to-morrow ? 

Through what undevious, linked to-morrows flows 
The life of little men, in happiness 
And love, and love of home, and mine flows not 
With them, but envying their obscurity 
Wanders alone, away from love, from peace, 
From the sweet littleness of daily life. 
— Then let it be to-morrow. — Catherine, I 
Give many blessings. Bless thou me. 

[Gregory kneels and Catherine blesses him, 
kissing his forehead] 

Catherine 
Beloved Son. 

[Catherine takes her leave. Gregory stands 
a moment ; then suddenly covers his face 
with his hands. Then he rouses himself 
and calls a servant. Enter Servant] 
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Gregory 
Bid the Duke of Anjou come hither, straight. 
[Enter Duke] 
Gregory 
Good Duke, is all now ready ? 
Duke 
Awaiting but your word, your Holiness. 

Gregory 
To-morrow then we journey forth to Rome. 

Duke 
My troth is yours. [Exeunt] 

[It is growing dark and lights are brought. The 
stage is empty for a minute. Enter Jugie 
and Lagery] 

Jugie 
We are defeated, mon beau Cardinal. 
The Holy Father starts at dawn for Rome. 
Too late to send her Rhonewards mercying. 

Lagery 
Impossible ! 

Jugie 
Impossible, 'tis not. 
'Tis so ! Anjou betrayed us. Why, oh why 
Did we not hurl her o'er the edge at first ? 

Lagery 
I urged it, Sire, from the prime moment of 
Her coming. 

Jugie 
Urged it ? Sacre nom de Dieu ! — 
My poor Cecile. Hers was the surer way. — 
Grasping Anjou ! Would that you were Anjou ! 
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Wits ! Wits ! Another flash like the last, my Lord. 
Blaze out, Sire, shine ! 

Lagery 
Who could have guessed her power ? 
Jugie 
Her power ? Her influence ? No, it is the might 
Of the great trinity of words she bears 
So often on her lips. How can you fight 
A maid impassioned by those words ? 

Lagery 

What words ? 
What mean you, Cardinal ? 

Jugie 
" The first, sweet Truth." 
Lagery [stares an instant, then says] 
We do all for the honour of the Church. 

Jugie 
Bravo ! Again ! Why ever salve your soul 
With fat hypocrisy ? — We've got to think ! 
Come, trinity of foresight, honour, truth, 
See again ! See again ! What, dumb ! After the 

event 
You'll speak. 'Tis easiest, so. — Our last hope now, 
Our only hope lies in the populace ! 
Vive ! Vive the populace ! Swarm up, hell-hounds ! 
God ! What a stupid comedy is life ! — 
It shall be known we go. 

[He makes as if to go but returns] 
Lagery 
Known, where ? How known ? 
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JUGIE 

It shall be known, in the lower town, my Lord. 

And I will word the news, I, I ! You fool. 

[He again starts to go out, but seeing the Count 
de Beaufort, returns. Enter the Count 
de Beaufort with First Courtier, to 
whom he is speaking] 
Count 
He will not go, my son, fear not. He loves 
Avignon as he loves his soul, nay more. 
He fears dark Rome as children fear the bare 
Wild arms of trees wind-blown on winter eves. 
I' faith, he always was a timid child, 
Timid and gentle, timid and gentle and 
Affectionate as a girl. Else should I fear, 
I who must lose a son. I've talked with him. 
Though he is father of the whole wide world, 
His father still has weight with him, he stays. 

[Calls a Lackey] 
Sirrah, go to His Holiness and say 
His father instantly would speak with him. 

[Exit Lackey] 
Jugie 
My Lord Count Beaufort de Turenne — you do 
Not understand. Decision jumps on the instant 
And the bewildered lackeys hasten thro' 
The night their last appointments. He does start 
At dawn. The news runs o'er the country-side 
Like fire in sun-dried gorse. 

Count 

I am his father. 
I understand him. At the last the truth 
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Bursts on him and he turns. But where is she ? 
This time must be the ultimate last she sees 
Him. Then all's safe. 

Jugie 
She has all ready for an instant's start, 
But when she goes . . . ! 

Count 
Most noble Cardinals, 
That hour you must determine. See you do't. 
— He is impressionable as a child, 
Timid and gentle, timid and gentle and 
Impressionable, trusting as a child : 
A lovely trait, a very gentle trait. 
[Re-enter Lackey] 
Lackey 
Good my Lord Count, His Holiness does beg 
You to forgive . . . this night he sees no one. 

Count 
Said you it was his father ? 

Lackey 
Ay, my Lord Count. 

Count [utterly startled] 
My God ! I am afraid. . . . 

[Exit Count, followed by Jugie and Lagery] 
Jugie [as he goes] 
We are defeated, mon beau Cardinal. 
[Enter the other Courtiers, Briande, Jongleurs, Elys, 
Enemonde] 
Second Courtier 
The incredible has happened. We go hence to the 
long weariness of Rome. 

K 
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d'Amely 
The Jewel of Pontiffs go to Rome ! The Prince of 
princes means to dwell upon a scavenger's heap. The 
idea contradicts itself. 

Elys 
The Holy Father has a heart a stone would break 
upon. 

d'Amely 
The Prince of Pastors cannot thus steal forth. He 
owes us explanations. Where is he ? Where is he ? 

Briande 
I am bewildered. Who will lead our life ? 

First Courtier 
Our life is dead, sweet lady. 

Briande 

Avignon dead, 
The laurelled magic of Avignon dead, 
So, like the shock of Nineveh. It was 
To be the apex-city of the world : 
Sweet Athens, Alexandria, Babylon, Rome, 
In one o'ertopping all — all gone, all gone, 
Like a pale smoke from earthquake-whelmed towns. 
d'Amely 
Avignon going to Rome ! It will be such a pageantry 
as the world has never seen. The country is very poor 
they say. We shall have some wretched dinners, 
wretched dinners, I fear. 

Briande 
Will you go too, Messire ? 

d'Amely 
The Cardinal of Jugie goes and he would miss his 
humble little servant. Yes, I go. I could not fail him, 
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now he is alone. His Holiness was pleased, you know, 
to forbid the Court to Dame Cecile des Baux. Not that 
it matters. She played the woman with the Cardinal's 
plans. That was the end. 

Elys 
The astrologers all, with one voice, prophesy a fatal 
ending to the journey. 

d'Amely 
Do they indeed ? Now that is serious. 

Second Courtier 
Let us seek them, hear the detail of their fore- 
shadowings. 

d'Amely 
I fear the travelling will be hard. The beds, — some- 
times I hear there are no beds ! 

[Exeunt all but Briande, Enemonde and the 
Jongleurs. They sit dreamily at the 
window looking on to the garden] 
Enemonde [peering out of the window] 
Two peacocks have come nearer to the house. 
The gleaming from our windows catches them ; 
Like ghosts of waves, hung still in air, they stand. 

Briande 
Sing, Francois, friend. 

[A Jongleur puts out two or three lights 
till there is only a dim glimmer left in the hall] 
Francois 
Lady, what shall I sing ? 

Enemonde 
The peacock's ghosts are gone, and there is but 
The unfathomable, dark shutter of the night. 
Shall we go hawking ever again, think you, 
In the high vaulted woods when he is gone ? 
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Francois [takes up her words and sings] 

Shall we go hawking again in the high woods 

Among the oaks and deer ? 
Shall we go spearing again in the white floods, 
Where streams drop sheer 
Over the steep 
And the trout leap 
To death and the end of fear ? 

Shall we go hunting again in the moonless dark 

And the great deep cold ? 
Shall we drink when the glint of the wine's spark 
Is no longer gold ? 

Shall we gently haunt 
With our morning chant 
The hills and the woods as of old ? 

We shall not go hunting with the brave hound 

When the hound's Love is gone, 
We shall not go seeking till the deer bound 
To the gate of the springing sun. 
No, we shall sleep 
As the hours creep 
O'er the home of our glories done. 

Gone, gone is our prince, our fair king of kings, 

He has gone and closed the door. 
Who exults when the muse sweeps her laughing wings 
O'er the longing lyre no more ? 
Farewell, great days, 
We can but praise 
The joy of the tourney o'er. 
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Briande 
Farewell, farewell. — Oh the great piteousness 
Of that brave word. No, Francois, 'tis too sad. 
You ring too grave a knell of our great hopes. 
And what will follow after ? He has dreams. 
Sweet sunlit dreams, but the strange world is not 
Compound of dreams, but of the hard swing-beat 
Of circumstance. It stumbles onward, flung 
From pole to pole, a tossing ball the fates 
Throw in eternal bounding and rebound. 
And we grasp here, grasp there, at beauty, are 
Exonerate if we clutch it for an hour. 
No more farewells. The fire has sunk to ashes. 
Stir them not. Let them lie white and still ; 
The death-veil of Avignon, like a pale, 
Faint smoke, hovering, memorial over them. 

[Exeunt. The stage is empty for a moment. 
Then someone comes in to put out the lights. 
A moment later a Servant runs across 
with a torch as if busy. The glimmer of 
daylight comes. Gregory enters and goes 
to the window] 

Gregory 
So the long flowing of the night has come 
To dawn. How sweetly its pre-meditate, 
White dream of day floods all these valleys, like 
A new idea of man's good- will to man 
Defiling thro' dark passes of his soul ; 
Shyly at first, and with a pale surprise 
Half known, half felt, then with a leap, 
A sun-bound from below, irradiate thro' the whole. 
The dew is gray still on the western lawns, 
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But to the East, where no trees shadow, how 

The jocund sun tiptoes across the grass, 

And like a housewife lighting up her lamps, 

Sets in each dewdrop a small jewel of fire, 

Till the whole sward is radiant as it might 

Be for a feast. The frail, white wraiths of cloud 

Rise from the far dim hills, reluctantly 

Do leave the earth, like white-robed souls who died 

In the past night, and now linked arm in arm, 

Utter farewell to earth and wistfully 

Move heavenward, chanting their soundless chant. 

So the day dawns that takes us hence to Rome. 

You need not so rejoice, you gentle lawns, 

Quivering in jewelled ecstasy of light, 

Thus welcoming this day as any day ; 

I shall not see you any more. Nor you, 

Grave cedar whose blue shade I loved, no more. 

The Church's exile ends, but mine begins. 

O Rhone, Durance, will you flow out into 

The Southern seas and wander down the coasts 

To Ostia, and there mourn on the Romeward winds 

Till I shall hear you ? I shall hear you, Rhone, 

Durance. — What are those groups of folk in black 

Who move, so many, down the mountain roads ? 

The peasants come to speed me on my way. 

To weep too, much I fear. Children, you'll set 

Me weeping. Be more kind. 

[Enter a Lackey] 
Lackey 
Good morrow, Holiness. The horses, must 
We bit and bridle them ? You change no more ? 
Is poor to-day the day ? 
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Gregory 
Yes, yes. Have I 
Not said ? I change no more. 

[Exit Lackey. Another Lackey opens the door 
for Catherine] 

Lackey 
Catherine Benincasa, daughter of Giacomo of Siena. 

[Gregory advances to her smiling] 

Catherine 
I have come, beloved Father, as you wished. 

Gregory 
My strength. And you will come to me in Rome ? 

Catherine 
Yes, Father, when you will. 

Gregory 

I may do good, 
May light a fire to burn the ages thro', 
And may accomplish nothing. You will blame 
Me not ? I cannot change my cardinals' hearts. 
Though I change their abode. 

Catherine 

Sweet Father, you 
Will win the first best victory, you change 
Your own. There is a conquest high enough, 
Which, being won, you'll know yourself one wave 
In the great, onward, tranquil- journeying sea. 

Gregory 
Daughter, give me a word to bear with me, 
For though I choose the light, the road indeed 
Seems leading to the very deep of dark. 
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Catherine 
My gentle Son, remember all your hours, 
Life is not to be borne but to be made. 
Life is a dream of far horizons, reached 
By the strong muscles of the souls of men. 
[Enter a Lackey] 
Lackey 
Your Holiness, forgive me. I return. 
Three times your horse reared unaccountably 
And threw the groom who sought to saddle him. 

Gregory 
Get me another horse. [Exit Lackey] 

Is this the hand of God ? 

Catherine 

To try thee, Father. 
The voice of God has spoken long ago. 

Gregory 

Would we were gone ! 

Catherine 

Here in the Chapel will I wait, will call 

From our Divine to the Divinity, 

From our Mysterious to the Mystery. 

[She goes to the side chapel, where she can be seen 
by anyone on the right of the stage, but not 
by anyone entering on the left. Gregory 
half follows her and stands watching. She 
kneels at the altar, first bowed, then up- 
right on her knees. Then she extends her 
arms slowly till she is in the attitude of one 
crucified. Enter the Count de Beaufort 
from the left. Gregory turns and they 
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look at one another, Gregory pityingly, 
the Count with an antagonism and anxiety 
he tries to suppress. He has not seen 
Catherine] 

Count 
My Son, this must not be. You are befooled. 
Nay, speak not, hear me, hear me. Let me speak. 
You, my own Son, a greater are than 1 ; 
I cannot then command, though the command 
Wells in me. But I plead, my gentle Son, 
Be gentle to me ... no it was not that 
I meant to plead, but for the Church's good. 
You are bewildered for a time, believe 
Me. It will pass and you will wonder at 
The power the woman held. I have been young. 
I know, I understand. Take the wise word 
Of one who has endured these subtle waves 
And surges of the mind. Be governed not, 
In these majestic changes of the world, 
By such short gusts. Think of the Holy Church 
Betrayed for such a slightness. . . . 

Gregory 

Slightness ! Still 
A blasphemy ! All your whole life a long 
Slow weaving-out of blasphemy ; and now 
At the last end, when I must go from you 
And bear your words at echo in my ears 
For last, the piteous last, the father's last 
To his far- journeying son, still blasphemy 
Of the noblest and the best, and of my act, 
My noblest and my best. Have you no other 
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Words for me than these ? Then it were best 
You should be silent. I would bear with me 
The memory of the father who did love 
His little son ere he was old enough 
To be or honoured or dishonoured by 
His father's thought. 

Count 
My Son, my Son, my Son, 
I care but for one thing : you go not, go not. 
So is my life at's end, brought to a void. 
My Son, God gave the father to the son 
As the son unto the father. Leave not 
My last swift hours alone ; in the strait ways 
Of age alone, in the wide dark of death 
Most, most alone. I cannot follow you. 
I'm old. 

Gregory 
Father, I pray you. Weaken me not. 
Set not your weight against the best in me. 
Yours is the only human love I have. 
Bless me in going. Bless me. 

[A tumult is heard without and the Count rushes 
to the garden window. Gregory follows] 
Gregory 
I shall not go to Rome. 

Count 
Beloved, fly. 
Quick, save yourself. Who opened those great gates ? 
The rabble of the lower town — it floods, 
Foams out in rage. Why did you choose to go ? 
Fly while there yet is time. 
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Gregory [at the window] 

Where can I fly ? 
They are but few, a handful of hot men. 
My cardinals, again my cardinals. 
Not poison, no, but the sword's sharp point. 'Tis better. 
Who is it ? Jugie you ? Or Lagery you ? 
Strange I shall never know. 

Count 
Oh, Son, go, go. 
Why this new courage when at last your old 
Timidity is needed. Treachery! 
Where are the Guards ? 

Gregory 
Look at the angel there. 
She is as calm as in her bed asleep. 

Count [sees Catherine] 
Curse her. O curse that placid face that cares 
No more for loss of fathers than the rain 
That washes clean our bones when we lie dead. 

[The noise has been approaching the door on the 
garden side and a group of men bursts in 
on the left] 

Leader 
Catherine, where is Catherine ? 

Gregory 

They seek not me. 

Leader 
Where is the maid ? The curse of Avignon ? 
They said that she was here. 
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Gregory 
(This is my doing. Oh, I have delayed 
Her unto death.) . . . She is not here. 
If you want blood, take me. 
Leader 

We want the curse 
Of Avignon. 

Gregory 
The blessed Catherine 
Is no more here. Know you not who I am ? 

[The Count has withdrawn the arras which half 

hid the chapel door, so that Catherine is 

fully revealed in the act of rushing forward. 

Gregory sees his action too late to prevent it] 

Catherine 

Whom would you ? 

Leader 
Catherine, the dyer's daughter, God 
Blacken her soul, who brings the doom to great 
Avignon. 

Catherine 
Curse not. I am she. 
Leader 

You. . . . 
[Catherine kneels for him to kill her, with a 
look of great joy on her face. He stares at 
her as he says "You," lets the sword drop 
and goes out followed by the other men 
equally astonished and dismayed. The 
Papal Guards rush up] 
Gregory [to Guards] 
Let no one hurt them. Let them go untouched. 
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Catherine 
I thought the Bridegroom called unto His bride, 
And I was ready for His heavenly arms. 

Gregory 
Wait, Daughter, but a little while for me. 
O at this last, one instant I am great. 
[Enter Lackey] 
Lackey 
The horses wait, your Holiness. 
Gregory 

I come. 
[Gregory kisses Catherine's hands and she 
goes out. Gregory has forgotten his 
father, who has watched all this in dazed 
misery in the background. Gregory goes 
to pick up his breviary which he laid on the 
table when the rabble appeared. His father 
flings himself in his way as he turns to go 
out and clasps his knees] 
Count 
My Son, over my body shalt thou go 
Or not at all. 

Gregory 
It is written : thou shalt tread 
Upon the asp and basilisk, and the lion 
And the dragon shalt thou trample underfoot. 

[Exit Gregory] 
Curtain 



